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SONGS. 

THE BONIE LAD THAT’S FAR AWA * 

TUNE — ‘ OWKE THE HILLS AND EAll AWA, 


HOW can I be blithe ano 21 id, 

Or how can I gang brisk 
braw, 

When the bonio lad that I Jo’a best 
Is o’er the hills and far awa ? 

Its no the frosty winter wind, 

Its no the driving drift and snaw ; 

But ay the tear comes in my e’c, 

To think on him that’s far awa. 

My father pat me frae his door, 

My friends they hae disown’d me a : 

But I hae ane wiU tak my part, 

The bonie lad that’s far awa. 

Allan Cunningliam observes, “ Tlxis Song, wliieh oc- 
curs in Thomson’s Collection, was -written, it is said, in 
lusion to the treatment of Jean Armour by her father, -vvhen 
he heard that she had not dismissed the Poet from her heart, 
but still kept up a correspondence.” It has been collated 
svith a copy in Burns’ autograph. 

YOL. Ill, B 
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THE SONGS 


A pair o’ gloves he gae to me, 

And silken snoods’^ he gae me twa ; 
And I will wear them for his sake, 

The bonie lad that’s far awa. 

The weary winter soon will pass, 

And spring will deed the birken-shaw ; 
And my sweet babie will be born, 

And he’ll come hame that’s far awa. 


THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA.f 

TUNE — ‘ BANKS OF BANNA.* 

ESTREEN I had a pint o’ wine, 

A place where body saw na’ ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o’ mine 
The gowden locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew in wilderness 
Rejoicing o’er his manna, 

Was naething to my hinny bhss 
Upon the lips of Anna, 

Bibands for binding the hair, 
f In April, 1793, Burns wrote to Thomson t ***Shep* 
herds, I have lost my love’ is to me a heavenly air — what 
would you think of a set of Scottish verses to it? I have 
made one to it a good while ago, but in its original state it is 
not quite a lady’s song, I enclose an altered, not amended 
Ibpy for you, if you choose to set the tune to it, and let the 
IrCsh verses follow.” “A Dumfries maiden, with a light foot 
and a inerry eye, the handmaid at an mn, was,” says Allan 
Cunningham, " theheroineof this Song, which was considered 
by Burns to be the best love^song he ever composed,” 
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Ye monaiclis, tak the east and west, 
Frae Indus to Savannah I 
Gie me within my straining grasp 
The melting form of Anna. 

There I’ll despise imperial charms, 
An Empress or Sultana, 

While dying raptui'es in her arms, 

I give and take wi4^ Anna 1 

Awa, thou flaunting god o’ day ! 

Awa, thou pale Diana I 
Ilk star gae hide thy twinkhng ray 
When I’m to meet my Anna. 
Come, in thy raven plumage, night, 
Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a’ 
And bring an angel pen to wnte 
My transports wi’ my Anna 1 

nosisoniPT. 

The kirk and state may join, and tell 
To do such things I mauna : 

The kirk and state may gae to hell, 
And I’ll gae to my Aima. 

She is the sunshine o’ my ee, 

To hve but her I canna ; 

Had I on earth but wishes three, 

The first should bo my Anna. 
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BANKS OF DEVON.* 

7 pleasant the banks of the clear- 
winding Devon, 

With green-spreading bushes, and 
flowers blooming fair 1 
But the boniest floww on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 

♦ Barns says, These veises were composed on a charm- 
ing girl, Miss Charlotte Hamilton, who is now mairied to 
James Mackittrick Adair, physician. She is sister to my 
worthy friend Gavin Hamilton, of Mauchline, and was born 
on the banks of the Ayrj but was, at the time I wrote these 
hues, residing at Harvieston, in Clackmannanshire, on the 
romantic banks of the little river Devon I first heard the 
air from a lady in Inverness, and got the notes taken down 
for this work” — the Musical Museum. On the 12th Decem- 
ber, 1787, he wrote to Miss Chalmers (afterwards Mrs. 
Hay), “ I enclose you a proof copy of the ‘ Banks of the 
Devon,* which I present with my best wishes.” Writing 
of her to her brother in September in that year, he said, 
“ Of Charlotte I cannot speak in common terms of admira- 
tion ; she is not only beautiful but lovely — her form is ele- 
gant j her features not regular, but they have the smile of 
sweetness and the settled complacency of good nature in the 
highest degree , and her complexion, now that she has hap- 
pily recovered her w'onted health, is equal to Miss Burnet’s. 
Her eyes are fascinating , at once expressive of good sense, 
tenderness, and a noble mind ** He intimated to Miss Chal- 
mers his intention of paying her a “poetic compliment,” 
saying, “ lam fixed that it shall go in Johnson*s next num- 
ber, so Charlotte and you need not spend your precious time 
an contradicting me. I won’t say the poetry is first rate, 
though I am convinced it is very well; and, which is not 
Always the case with compliments to ladies, it is not only 
sincere hut Jast” He alludes to her in several other letters 
to Miss Chalmers, the originals of which, Oromek says, 
"were thrown into the fire by the late Mrs. Adair, of Scar- 
borough, the Charlotte to whom the Banks of Devon is 
ftddmssed.” 
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Mild be tne sun on this sweet blushing flower, 

In the gay rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower, 

That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

0, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes, 

With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of fie garden and lawn I 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, 

And England triumphant display her proud rose ; 

A fairer than either adorns the green valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 


ADOWN WINDING NITH. 

TUNE — * THE MUCKIN’ O’ OEOKBIE’S BTKB.' 

In August, 1793, Bums wiote: “Another favounte air of 
mine is, * The muckm o’ Geoi die’s byre.’ When sung slow, 
with eitpression, I have wished that it had had better poetry , 
that I have endeavoured to supply as follows 

DOWN -winding Nith I did wander, 

To mark the sweet flowers as they 
spring; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 

Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

cnontjs. 

Awa’ wi^ your belles and your beauties, 

They never wfl her can compare ; 
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Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis/* 

Has met wi’ the queen o’ the fair. 

The daisy amus’d my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 

Thou emblem, said I, o’ my Phillis, 

For she is Simplicity’s child. 

Awa, &e. 

The rose-bud’s the bfush o’ my charmer, 

Her sweet balmy lip when ’tis prest : 

How fair and how pure is the lily, 

But fairer and purer her breast. 

Awa, &c. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 

They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie : 

Her breath is the breath o’ the woodbine. 

Its dew-drop o’ diamond her eye. 

Awa, &e. 

Her voice is the song of the morning 
That wakes through the green-spreading grove, 

When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 

On music, and pleasure, and love. 

Awa, &c. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting, 

The bloom of a fine summer’s day ! 

While worth in the mind o’ my Phillis 
Will flourish without a decay. 

jAtwa, ScG* 

PHllis was a Miss Phillis M'Murdo, afterwards Mrs. 

Korman Lockhart, sister to Borne lean,” both of whom 

were pupils of his friend Mr. Clarke* Por a notice of these 

ladies see ante. 
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STREAMS THAT GLIDE. 

TUNE—* MOEAG ’ 

£#^^^TREAMS that glide in orient plains, 
Never bound b3»wmter’s chains ! 
Glowing here on golden sands, 

There commix’d with foulest stains 
From tyranny’s empurpled hands : 

These, their richly-gleaming waves, 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 

Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

Spi(^ forests, ever gay. 

Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil, 

Or the ruthless native’s way, 

Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 

Woods that ever verdant wave, 

I leave the tyrant and the slave ; 

Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 

Wildly here without control, 

Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 

In that sober pensive mood, 

Dearest to the feeling soul, 

She plants the forest, pours the flood ; 

Allan Cunningliani says, ** This Song was written soon 
after Burns’ visit to Gordon Castle in 1787, and enclosed to 
James Hoyes, then residing with the Duke of Gordon.” 
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Life’s poor day I’ll musing rave, 

And find at night a sheltering cave, 
Whore waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By home Castle Gordon. 


THE DE’IL’S AWA Wr THE EXCISEMAN. 



HE De’il cam fiddling thro’ the town. 
And danc’d awa wi’ the Exciseman ; 
And ilka wife cry’d, Auld Mahoun, 
We wish you luck o’ your prize, man. 


We’ll mak our maut, and brew our drink. 
We’ll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 
And monie thanks to the muckle black De’il 
That danc’d awa wi’ the Exciseman, 


There’s threesome reels, and foursome reels, 
There’s hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 

But the ae best dance e’er cam to our Ian’, 

Was — the De’il’s awa wi’ the Exciseman. 

We’ll mak our maut,” &c. 

This Song was punted in the Glasgow Collection of 
Bums’ poems in 1801. 

Cromek states that at a meeting of his brother Excisemen m 
Dumfries, Burns, being called upon for a Song, handed these 
Vaises exterapoie to the President, wntten on the back of a 
letter. 
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BLITHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL. 

TUNE—* UGQBBAM COSH.’ 

hae I been on yon biU, 
he lamias before me ; 

IS ilka thought and free, 
he breeze flew o'er me : 
Now nae langer sport and play, 

Mirth or sang can please me ! 

Lesley is sae fair and coy, 

Care and angmsh seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring : 

Trembling, I dow noeht but glowr, 



In Jane, 1793, Burns wrote to Mr. Thomson: **Yoa 
know Fraser, the hautboy player in Edinburgh — he is here 
instructing a band of music for a fencible corps quartered m 
this country Among many of the airs that please me, there 
as one, well known as a reel by the name of ‘The Quaker’s 
^yife, ’ and which I lemember a grand-aunt of mine used to 
' s«ig» by the name of * Liggeram cosh, my bonny wee iass/ 
Mr Fraser plays it slow, and with an expression that quite 
charms roe. I became such an enthusiast about it, that I 
made a song for it, which I here subjoin ; and enclose 
Fraser’s set of the tune. If they hit your fancy, they are at 
your seiwice , if not, return me the tune, and I will put it in 
Johnson’s Museum. I think the song is not in my worst 
manner.” 

In September following Burns said, “ * Blythe hae 1 bean 
o’er the hiU ’ is one of the finest songs ever 1 made xn my 
life ; and besides, is composed on a young lady, positively the 
most beautiful, lovely woman in the world.” Allan Cun- 
ningham states that*Mias Lesley BailUe, who is elsewhere 
noticed, was the heroro© of this song. 
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Sighing, dumb, despairing I 
If she winna ease the thraws 
In my bosom swelling ; 
Underneath the grass-green sod 
Soon maun be my dwelling. 



0 WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR.^*^ 

TUNE— ‘ HUGHIE GEAHAM ' 

WERE my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi^ purple blossoms to the spring * 
And I, a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on my little wing : 

Trn T?” 25tii June, 1793, Burns wrote to Thomson Do 

Air — JSughte Graham. 

0 gn my love were yon red rose, 

That grows upon the castle wa’. 

And I myseP a drap o’ dew, 

Into her borne breast to fa’ I 

beyond expression blest, 

I d feast on beauty a’ the night : 

Seal d on her silk-saft faulds to rest. 

Till fley’d away by Phmbus’ light. 

hMbaad h« best thoughts for a conotad4 strotl” 
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How I wad mourn, when it was tom 
By autumn wild, and “winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing, 

When youthfu’ May its bloom renew’d. 

0 gin my love were yon red rose 
That grows upon the castle wa’, 

And I myseT a drap o’ dew. 

Into her bonie breatt to fa^ t 

Oh, there beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a’ the night ; 

Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

Till fley’d awa’ by Phcebus’ light. 


COME, LET ME TAKE THEE.* 

TUNE— ‘CAULD KAIL. 

giJj^l^OME, let me take thee to my breast, 
And pledge we ne’er shall sunder ; 

And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The wsrld’s wealth and grandeur : 

* In August, 1793, Burns wrote to Thomson: **That 
tune, * Gauld Kail’ is such a favounte of yours, that I once 
more roved out yesterday for a gloamin-shot- at the Muses; 
when the Muse that presides o’er the shores of Nith, or ra- 
ther my old inspiring deaiest nymph, Coila, whispered me 
the following, I have two reasons for thinking that it was 
my early, sweet, simple mspirer that was by my elbow, 

‘ smooth gliding without step,’ and pouring the song on my 
glowing fancy. In the first place, since I left Coda’s native 
haunts, not a fragment of a poet has arisen to cheer her so- 
litary musings, by catching inspiration from hei ; so I more 
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And do I hear my Jeanie own 
That equal transports move her ? 

I ask for dearest hfe alone 
That T may live to love her. 

’f'h-tis in my arms, wi’ all thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure ; 

T seek nae mair o’ heaven to share, 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure i 
And by thy een, sae home blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever 1 
And on thy lips I seal my vow, 

And break it shall I never. 


than suspect that she has followed me hither, or at least 
makes me occasional visits secondly the last stanza this 
sone I send yon in the very words that Coila taught me 
many years ago, and which I set to an old Scots red in 
Johnson’s Museum If you think the above will suit your 
idea of your favouiite air, I shall be highly pleased. It is 
said that this song was addressed to Jean Armour, aftervrards 
Mrs. Burns; while others consider Jean Lorimer to have 


been its heroine* 
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WHERE ARE THE JOYS. 

TTJNa — * SAW TE MY FATHBE?* 


In September, 1793, Bums to Thomson ; “I have 
finished my song to ‘Saw ye my Father,* and m English, 
as you will see. That there is a sjdlable too much for the 
expression of the air, is true: but, allow me to say, that the 
mere dividing of a dotted crotchet into a crotchet and a qua- 
ver IS not a great matter * however, m that, I have no pre- 
tensions to cope in judgment with you. Of the poetiy 1 
speak with confidence , but the music is a business where I 
hint my ideas with the utmost diffidence The old verses 
have merit, though unequal, and are popular . my advice is 
to set the air to the old words, and let mine follow as Eng- 
lish verses. Here they are — 


HERE are the joys I have met in the 
morning, 

That danc’d to the lark’s early song ? 
Where is the peace that awaited my 
wand’rmg, 

At evening, the wild woods among? 



No more a-winding the course of yon river. 

And marking sweet fioVrets so fair : 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad-sighing care. 


Is it that summer’s forsaken our valleys, 

And grim, surly winter is near ? 

No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses, 
Proclaim it the pride of the year. 
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Fain would I hide what I fear to discover^ 

Yet long, long too well ha\e I known . 

All that has caus’d this wreck in my bosom, 

Is Jenny, fan Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal, 
Nor hope dare a comfort bestow . 

Come then, enamour’d and fond of my anguish, 
Enjoyment I’ll seek in my woe. 


0 SAW YE MY DEAR. 

TUNE—* WHEN SHE CAM BEN SHE BOBBIT.’ 

On the 19th October, 1794, Burns wrote to Thomson* 
“ To descend to business ; if you like my idea of * When 
she cam ben she bobbiV the following stanzas of mine, 
altered a little from what they were formerly when set to 
another air, may perhaps do instead of worse stanzas.’* 
Allan Cunningham says, “ the despairing swam is sup- 
posed to be Stephen Clarke, the musician, and the lady, 
Miss Phillis M‘Murdo ” 

On the same occasion Burns said, “ These English Songs 
gravel me to death. I have not that command of the lan- 
guage that I have of my native tongue. I have been at 
* Duncan Gray,’ to dress it in English, but all I can do i$ 
deplorably stupid. For instance — 

SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 

0 saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 

She’s down i’ the groye, she’s wi’ a new 
love, 

She winna come hame to her Willy. 
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What says she, my dearest, my Phely 
What sa}s she, my dearest, my Phely*** 

She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot, 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely ! 

0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely! 

As light as the air, and ^use as thou’s fair, 
Thou’st broken the heart o’ thy Willy. 


THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE.* 

TUNE—* FEE HIM, FATHEE * 

HOU hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever ; 

Thou hast left me e\er, Jamie, 
Thou hast left me ever. 

Aften hast thou vow’d that death 
Only should us se\er; 

Now thou’st left thy lass for aye — 

• Bums wrote to Thomson in September, 1793: ** ‘Tee 
him. Father/— I enclose you Fraser’s set of this tune when 
he plays it slow ; in fact, he makes it the language of despair. 
I shall here give jou two stanzas in that style; merely to 
try if it will be any improvement. Were it possible, in sing- 
ing, to give it half the pathos which Fraser gives it in play- 
ing, it would make an admirably pathetic song 1 do n^ 
give these verses for anj merit they have. I composed them 
at the time m which Fatte Allans mither checi, thit tms oJtfout 

ths hack o’ midnight ; and by the lee side of a bowl of punch, 

which had overset every mortal in eompanj , except the haut- 
bois and the muse ” 
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I maun see thee never, Jamie, 
f U see thee never ! 

"Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken ; 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken. 

Thou canst lov^ anither jo. 

While my heart is breaking ; 
Soon my weary een I’ll close — 
Never mair to waken, Jamie, 
Ne’er mair to waken ! 


MY CHLORIS. 

TONE— ‘ JMY LOnOINO IS ON THE COLD GEODNI) ’ 

In November, 1794, Bums wrote; “ In my last, I told you 
my objections to the song you had selected for ‘ My lodging 
IS on the cold ground.’ On my visit the other day to my 
fair Chloris (that is the poetic name of the lovely goddess of 
my inspnation) she suggested an idea, which I, on my return 
from the visit, rought into the following song . bow do j ou 
like the simplicity and tenderness of this pastoral ? I think 
it pretty well.” 

Y Chloris, mark: how green the groves, 
The primrose banks how fair : 

The balmy gales awake the flowers, 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 

The laVroek shuns the palace gay, 

And o’er the cottage sings ; 
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For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Lot minstrels sweep the skilfu’ string 
In lordly lighted ha’ • 

The shepherd stops his simple leed, 
Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel maj survey 
Our rustic dance wi’ scorn ; 

But are their hearts as light as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn ^ 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 

In shepherd’s phrase will woo : 

The courtier teUs a finer tale. 

But IS his heart as true ? 

These wild-wood flowers I’ve pu’d to deck 
That spotless breast o’ thine : 

The courtiers’ gems may witness love — 
But ’tis na love like mine. 


CHARMING MONTH OF MAY.# 
tune—* eaxntt davxb.’ 



T was the charming month of May, 
When all the flowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day, 

The youthful, charming Chloe 5 


* Burns wrote to Tliomson in Nov 1794, “Despairing of 
my own powers to give yon vai lety enough m English songs, 
von. Ill, 
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From peaceful slumber she arose, 
Girt on her mantle and her hose, 
And o’er the flowery mead she goes. 
The youthful, charming Chloe, 


CHOETTS. 

Lovely was she by the dawn, 

Youthful CQoe, charming Chloe, 
Tripping o’er the pearly lawn. 

The youthful, charming Chloe, 

The feather’d people you might see 
Perch’d all around on every tree. 

In notes of sweetest melody 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 

The glorious sun began to rise, 

Out-rivall’d by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

Lovely was she, &c. 

I have been turning over old collections to pick out songs, of 
•which the measure is something similar to what I want ; and, 
with a little alteration, so as to suit the rhythm of the air 
exactly, to give you them for your work. Where the songs 
have hitherto been but little noticed, nor have ever been set 
to music, I think the shift a fair one. A song, which, under 
the same first verse, you will find in Eamsay*s Tea-table 
Miscellany, I have cut down for an English dress to your 
* Dainty Davie.’ 

•“ Tou may think meanly of this, but take a look at the 
bombast original, and you will be surpnsed that I have made 
so much of It.” 
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LET NOT WOMAN E’ER COMPLAIN. 

TXINE— 'DUKCAN gray.* 

not woman e’er complain 
Of inconstancy in love ; 

)t not woman e’er complain, 
Fickle man is apt to rove: 

Look abroad tbrongh Nature’s range, 
Nature’s mighty law is change ; 

Ladies, would it not be strange, 

Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean’s ebb, and ocean’s flow : 

Sun and moon but set to rise, 

Round and round the seasons go. 

Why then ask of silly man, 

To oppose great Nature’s plan ? 

Well be constant while we can — 

You can be no more, you know# 
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0 PHILLY .» 

tune — ‘ THE sow’s TAIL, 


HE. 

PHILLY, happy be that day 
When, rov®g through the gathered hay, 
My youthfu’ heart was stown away, 
And by thy charms, my Philly. 

SHE. 

0 Willy, aye I bless the grove 
Where first I ownM my maiden love, 

Whilst thou didst pledge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 



HE. 

As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 

On the 19tli November, 1794, Burns wrote to Thom- 
son , “You see, my dear sir, what a punctual correspondent 
I am ; though indeed you may thank yourself for the tedium 
of my letters, as you have so flattered me on my horsemanship 
with my favounte hobby, and have praised the grace of his 
ambling so much, that I am scarcely ever off his back. Por 
instance, this morning, though a keen blowing frost, in my 
walk before breakfast, I fimshed my duet which you were 
pleased to praise so much Whether I have uniformly suc- 
ceeded, I will not say j but here it is for you, though it is 
not an hour old.” 

According to Thomson, “the heroine was Miss Phillis 
M^Murdo, of Prumlaniig. Whether the Poet had any per- 
son in his eye for * Willy,’ he had not,” he said, “ been able 
to ascertain.” 
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So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

SHE. 

As on the biier the budding rose 
Still richer bieathcs and faiier blows, 
So in my tender bo^m grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 


HE. 

The milder sun and bluer sky, 

That Clown my harvest tares wi’ joy, 
Were ne’er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o’ Philly. 


SHE. 

The little swallow’s wanton wing, 
Tho’ waftmg o’er the flowery spring, 
Did ne’er to me sic tidings bring, 

As meeting o’ my Willy. 


HE. 

The bee that thro’ the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flow er, 
Compar’d wi’ my delight is poor, 

Upon the lips o’ Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy w^eet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sac fragrant or sae sw^eet 
As is a kiss o’ Willy. 
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HE. 

Let fortune’s wheel at random rm, 

And fools may tyne, and knaves may win ; 
My thoughts are a’ bound up in ane, 

And that’s my ain dear Philly, 


4«IHE. 

What’s a’ the joys that gowd can gie ! 
I care na wealth a single flie ; 

The lad I love’s the lad for me, 

And that’s my ain dear Willy. 


JOHN BARLEYCORN.^ 

A BALLAD. 

HERE were three Kings into the east, 
Three Kings both great and high. 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and plough’d him down. 
Put clods upon his head, 

This Ballad was first printed in the second edition of 
Bums’ Works in 1787, where he says, ** it was partly com- 
posed on the plan of an old song known by the same name,” 
and he made no alterations in it in his last edition of 1794. 
Mr. Cunningham considers that “ the merit of originality 
belongs to the old hard? some of the verses are word for 
word the same, and those which aie altered, have suffered 
httle change in the sentiment The version of Burns is moro 
consistent, but not more graphic than the old stiain.” 
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And they hao sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerM Spring came LiiidI}\on, 
And showers began to fall , 

John Barleycorn got up again, 

And sore surpris'd them all. 

The sultry suns of Summer came, 

And he grew thick and strong, 

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears, 
That no one should him wrong 

The sober Autumn enter'd mild, 

When he grew wan and pale , 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Showed he began to fail. 

His colour sicken’d more and more, 

He faded into age ; 

And then his enemies began 
To shew their dead!} rage. 

They’ve ta’en a weapon, long and sharp, 
And cut him by the knee , 

Then tied him fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

They laid him down upon his back, 

And eudgefd him full sore ; 

They hung him up before tho storm, 
And turn’d him o’er and o’er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim. 
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They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

They lard him out upon the floor, 

To work him farther woe, 

^d still, as signs of life appear’d. 

They toss’d him to and fro. 

They wasted, o’er a scorching flame. 

The marrow of his bones ; 

But a miller us’d him worst of all. 

For he crush’d him between two stones. 

And they hae ta’en his very heart’s blood, 
Ahd drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank, 
Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 

For if you do but taste his blood, 

’TwiU make your courage rise ; 

’Twill make a man forget his woe*; 

’Twill heighten all his joy : 

’Twill make the widow’s heart to sing, 
Tho’ the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne’er fail in old Scotland I 
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CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS 

TUNE—* EOY’S WIFE.^ 

CHOEUS. 

^^^^^ANST thou leave me thus, my Katy? 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy V 
Well thou know’st my aching heart, 
And canst thou leave mo thus for pity ? 

Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ‘? 

Burns, on the 19th November, 1794, wrote to Thomboii • 
** Since yestei day’s penmanship, I have framed a couple of 
English stanzas, by way of an English song to ‘ Key’s Wife-’ 
You will allow me, that in this instance my English corres- 
ponds in sentiment with the Scottish. Well I 1 think this 
to be done in two or three tuins across my room, and with 
two or tliree pinches of Iiibh Blackguard, is not so far amiss. 
You see I am determined to have my quantum of applause 
from somebody ” 

Dr Currie says, “ To this address, m the character of a 
forsaken lover, a reply was found on the part of the lady, 
among the MSS, of oui bard, evidently in a female hand- 
writing; which is doubtless that referred to”-~m his letter 
to Thomson m September, 1793, where heobsems, I have the 
original words of a song for the last air, in the hand writing 
of the lady who composed it, and they are superior to any 
edition of the Song which the public has yet seen- 

Tune — Wife. 

CHOEUS. 

Stay, my Willie— yet believe me, 

Stay, my Wilhe— vet believe me, 

’Twee! thou know’st na eveiy pang 

Wad wring my bosom shouldst thou leave ma 
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Is this thy faithful swain’s reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 

Canst thou, &c. 

'Farewell ! and ne’er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ^ 

Thou ma3r’st find those wiU love thee dear — 
But not a love >ke mine, my Katy. 

Canst thou, &c. 

Tell me that thou yet art true, 

And a’ my wrongs shall he forgiven, 

And when this heart proves fause to thee. 

Ton sun shall cease its course in heaven. 

Stay, my Wilhe, &c. 

But to think I was betrayed. 

That falsehood e^er our love should sunder ! 

To take the floVret to my breast, 

And find the guilefu* serpent under! 

Stay, my Willie, &c. 

Could I hope thou’dst ne’er deceive. 

Celestial pleasures, might I choose ’em, 

I’d slight, nor seek in other spheres 
That heaven Td find within thy bosom. 

Stay, my Wilhe, &c, 

Mr Allan Cunningham has added a curious note to this 
Song; This reply was written by a young and beautiful 
English woman, Mis. Riddel She alludes to hei quarrel 
with the Poet she took a flower to hei bosom and found a 
serpent under In that metaphorical way she intimated that 
the Poet had the presumption to attempt to salute her — 
piece of forwardness which a coldness of two years^ conti- 
nuance more than punished ” 

That such an act of impertinence should have been ftom- 
mftted by Burns, and indignantly resented by the lady, is 
extremely probable; but it would be an insult to her*^me- 
moiy to suppose that she adveited to the circumstance, or in 
any way alluded to him, in those tender verses If the cause 
of Mrs EiddePs displeasure be correctly stated, the Poet had 
little reason to charge her with aapnce (vide vol. 
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ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 

TUNE—* AYE WAtTKIN 0.* 

In May, 1795. Burns sent TiliomSSn tlie following Song, and 
asked him, ** How do you like the foregoing?” 

CHOBTJS. 

ONG, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow, 

While my soul’s delight , 

Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care? 

Can I cease to languish, 

While my darling fair 

Is on the couch of anguish ? 

Long, &e. 

Every hope is fled, 

Every fear is terror; 

Slumber e’en I dread, 

Every dream is horror. 

Long, &e. 

Hear me, Pow’rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me I 
Take aught else of mine, 

But my Chlons spare me ! 

Long, &e. 
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WHEN GUILFORD GOOD OUR PILOT 
STOOD 

TUNE — ‘ GlLLICItANiaE.* 


Guilford good our Pilot stood, 
i’ did our hellim thraw, man, 
ight, at tea, began a plea, 
ithin America, man : 

Then up they gat the maskm-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw,t man ; 

An’ did nao less, in Ml Congress, 

Than qmte refuse our law, man. 

Th en thro the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man ; 

Down Lowrie’s burn he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ca’, man : 

But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 
Montgomery-like did fa’, man, 

Wi’ sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en’mies a’, man. 

Tins Fragment was printed in the Edinburgh edition 
of^ums* works, in 1787. 

t The English parliament having imposed an excise duty 
upon tea imported into North America, the East India Com'- 
pany sent several ships laden with that article to Boston, and 
the natives went on board by force of arms, and emptied all 
the tea into the sea. 
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I^oor Tammy Gage, within a cage 
Was kept at Boston ha', man ; 

Till Willie Howe took o’er the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man * 

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin 
Guid Christian blmd to draw, man ; 

But at New York, wi’ knife an’ fork, 

Sir Loin he hacked sm«i^ man. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an’ ■whip, 

Till Fraser brave did fa’, man ; 

Then lost his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 

Cornwallis fought as lang’s ho dought, 

An’ did the Buckskins claw, man , 

But Clinton s glaive frae rust to save 
He hung it to the wa’, man. 

Then Montague, an’ Guilford too, 

Began to fear a fa’, man ; 

And Sackvillo doure, wha stood the stoure. 

The German Chief to thraw, man . 

For Paddy Burke, like ony Tmk, 

Nae mercy had at a’, man ; 

An’ Charlie Fox threw by the box, 
An’lows’d his tinkler jaw, man. 

Then Rockingham took up the game; 

Till death did on him ea’, man ; 

When Shelburne meek held up his cheek, 
Conform to Gospel la’w, man , 

Saint Stephen’s bojs, wu’ jarnng noise, 
They did his measures thraw, man ; 

For North an’ Fox united stocks, 

An’ bore him to the wa’, man. 
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Then Clubs an’ Hearts were Charlie’s cartes^ 
He swept the stakes awa’, naan, 

Till the Dianaond’s Ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair faux pas, man : 

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads. 

On Chatham’s boy did ca’, man ; 

An’ Scotland drew her pipe, an’ blew, 

* Up, WiUie, wajjjr them a’, man !’ 

Behind the throne then Grenville’s gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 

While slee Dundas arous’d the class 
Be-north the Roman wa’, man : 

An’ Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graith, 
(Inspired Bardies saw, man) 

Wi’ kindling eyes cry’d, ^ Willie, rise I 
^ Would I hae fear’d them a’, man ?’ 

But, word an’ blow. North, Fox, and Co, 
Gowff’d Willie like a ba’, man, 

Till Suthron raise, an’ coost their claise 
Behind him in a raw, man ; 

An’ Caledon threw by the drone. 

An’ did her whittle draw, man ; 

An’ swoor fu’ rude, thro’ dirt an’ blood. 

To make it guid in law, man. 
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THE RIGS BARLEY* 

TUNE—* CORN EIGS AEB BONIE.’ 

T was upon a Lammas night. 

When corn rigs are borne, 

"Beneath the moon^s unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 

The time flew by, wi^ tentless heed, 

^Till ’tween the late and early, 

Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed. 

To see me thro’ the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still, 

The moon was shining clearly ; 

I set her down wi’ right good will, 

Amang the rigs o’ barley : 

I ken’t her heart was a’ my ain ; 

I lov’d her most sincerdj ; 

I kiss’d her owre and owre %ain 
Amang the rigs o’ barley* 

♦ Burns inserted tbis Song in his first edition, printed at 
Kilmarnock m 1786, and made only very tnflmg alteratiana 
in tkose of 1793 and 1794. Allan Cunningham says, ** It is 
generally believed m the West of Scotland, that Annie Eo* 
nald, afterwards Mrs. Paterson, of Aikenhrae, was the 
spirer of this charming Song.” He adds, “ that the Poet 
was* a frequent visiter at her father’s house while he lived in 
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I lock’d her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely ; 

My blessings on that happy place, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley ^ 

But by the moon and stars so bright, 
That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She aye shall bless that happy night 
Amang the ri^ o’ barley. 

I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinkin ; 

I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin gear j 
I hae been happy thinking * 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw, 

Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly, 
That happy night was worth them a’, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley. 

CHOEXrS. 

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs, 

An’ com ngs are bonie : 

I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie. 
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FAREWELL TO ELIZA* 

Tt'NE — ‘ GILUCKOl 

M thee, Eliza, T must go, 

And from my nati^ o shore ; 
le cruel fates bet^^een us thiow 
A boundless ocean s roar ; 

But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 

Between my Loyo and me, 

They never, never can dnide 
My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore ^ 

A boding voice is in rome car, 

We part to meet no more ! 

But the last throb that leases my heart, 

While death stands \ictor by, 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that latest sigh ! 

The Ehza” of this song, occurs in the first 

edition of his poems, was, says Allan Cunningham, “Eliza- 
beth Barbour,” to his thoughts turned when refused 
by dean Armour She was the Miss Bettv whose taste in 
dress he praises in one of his epigrams, and the “ Bess,’^ 
whose leg, “ sae straight, sae tapei, tight and clean,” is no- 
ticed in the first edition of “ The Yision,” (vol i.) Bat 
jMr. Thomson states that the heroine was Miss Miller, after- 
wards Templeton of Mauchlme. These ^ erses were 
wntten in consequence of his intention to go to Jamaica. 

VOU III* » 
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MY NANIE, 0 



EHIND yon hills where Lugar flows, 
’Man|^ moors an’ mosses many, 0, 
The wintry sun the day has clos’d, 
And I’ll awa to Name, 0. 


The westiin wind blaws loud an’ shill ; 

The night’s haith mirk and rainy, 0 ; 

But I’ll get my plaid, an’ out I’ll steal, 

An owre the hill to Name, 0. 

This Song was printed in the Edinburgh edition of 
1787. 

In Burns* Private Memoranda in April, 1784, he says, 

“ Shenstone finely observes, that love-verses, writ withdut 
any real passion, are the most nauseous of all conceits, and 
I have often thought that no man can be a proper cntic of 
love-composition, except he himself, m one or more instances, 
have been a warm votary to this passion. As I have been 
all along a miserable dupe to love, and have been led into a 
thousand weaknesses and follies by it, for that reason 1 put 
the more confidence in my critical skill, in distinguishing 
foppery and conceit from real passion and nature. Whether 
the following song will stand the test, I will not pretend to 
say, because it is my own ; only I can say it was, at the 
time, genmne from the heart.** / 

In October, 1792, he said, In the printed copy of^My 
Nanie 0,* the name of the nver is horribly prosaic, [i.0.' 
Stinohaxi] I will alter it, 

Behind yon hills where flows, 

Girvan is the naipe of the river that suits the idea of the 
stanza best, but Lugar is the most agreeable modutarion of 
syllables.** ** The heroine,** says Allan Cunningham, was 
Nannie Fleming, a servant in Calcothill, near Lochlea.** 
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My Nanie^s charming, sweet, an^ young , 
Nae artfii^ wiles to wm ye, 0 : 

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile My Name, 0, 

Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

As spotless as she’s bonio, 0 . 

The opening gowan, wa#wi’ dew, 

Nae purer is than Nanie, 0. 

A country lad is my degree, 

An’ few there be that ken me, U j 

But what care I how few they be, 

Fm ’welcome aye to Name, 0, 

My riches a’s my penny-fee, 

An’ I maun guide it cannie, 0 ; 

But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me, 

My thoughts are a’, my Nanie, 0. 

Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His sheep an’ kye thrive bonio, () , 

But I’m as blythe that hands his pleugh, 
An’ has nae care but Nanie, 0. 

Come weei, come wo 5, 1 care na by, 

Fli tak what Heav’n will sen^ me, 0 ; 

Nac ither eare in life have I, 

But live, an’ love ray Nanie, 0. 
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GREEN GROW THE RASHES.^ 

A FEAam^STT. 

CHOETTS. 

REEN gi‘ow the rashes, 0 ; 

Green grow the rashes, 0 ; 

The sweetest hours that e’er I spent, 
Were spent amang the lasses, 0 1 

There’s nought but care on ev’ry han’, 

In ev’ry hour that passes, 0 ; 

What signifies the life o’ man. 

An’ ’twere na for the lasses, 0. 

Green grow, &c. 

The warly race may riches chase, 

An’ riches still may fly them, 0 ; 

An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast, 

Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, 0. 
Green grow, &c. 

But gie me a canny hour at e’en, 

My arms about my dearie, 0 ; 

An’ warly cares, an’ warly men, 

May a’ gae tapsalteerie, 0 ! 

Green grow, &o. 

* This weU-known song was printed in the second edition 
m 1787. Barns says in his Private Memoranda in August, 
1784, I shall set down the following fragment, which, aff 
It is the genome language of my heart, will enable any body 
to determme which of the classes [i. e. species of men] I 
belong to.” 
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For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, 0; 
The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw, 

He dearly lov’d the lasses, 0. 

Green grow, (fee. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she (sjasses, 0 ; 
Her prentice han’ she tried on man, 
An’ then she made the lasses, 0. 
Green grow, 


NOW WESTLIN WINBS.^ 

TUNE— HAD A HOUSE, I HAD NAE MAIR. 

OW westlm winds, and slaught’nng guns 
Bring autumn’s pleasant weather ; 
The moorcock springs, on whirring 
wings, 

Amang the blooming heather : 

Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain, 

Delights the weary farmer ; 

And the moon shmes bright, when I rove at night 
To muse upon my charmer. 

Composed m August. The hcrome of this song, "which 
occurs HI the Kilmarnock editiou, was the “ Montgomery's 
Peggy who refused the Foetus hand at a very early penod 
of his life. She will be agam noticed under ttel. song so 
called. 
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The partridge lores the fruitful fells ; 
The plover loves the mountains ; 

The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 
The soaring hern the fountains . 

Thro* lofty groves the cushat roves, 

The path of man to shun it ; 

The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush, 
The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Thus ev’ry kind their pleasure find, 

The savage and the tender ; 

Some social join, and leagues combine ; 
Some solitary wander ; 

Avaunt, away ^ the cruel sway, 
Tyrannic man*s dominion , 

The sportsman’s joy, the miird’ring cry, 
The flutt’ring, gory pinion ! 

But, Peggy dear, the ev*ning*s clear, 
Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 

The sky is blue, the fields m view, 

AE fading green and yellow • 

Come let us stray our gladsome way, 
And view the charms of nature ; 

The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 
And ev’ry happy creature. 

We’ll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 

rU grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 
Swear how I love thee dearly • 

Not vernal show Vs to budding flow’rs, 
Not autumn to the farmer, 

So dear can be, as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer ^ 
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THE BIG-BELLIED BOTTLE.* 

TUNE— 'PREPAEE, SfY DEAK BRETHRrN, TO THE TAVERN 
let’s ELY.’ 

0 churchman am I for to rail and to 

OTite, 

No statesman no% soldier to plot or 
to fight, 

No sly man of business contriving a snare, 

For a big-bellied bottle’s the whole of my care* 

The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow ; 

I scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low ; 

But a club of good fellows, like those that are here, 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 

Here passes the squire on his brother — his horse ; 
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse ; 
But see you the Crown how it w^aves in the air, 
There a big-belhed bottle still eases ray care. 

Tho wife of my bosom, alas 1 she did die ; 

For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 

I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 

That the big-bellied bottle’s a cure for all care. 

I once was persuaded venture to make; 

A letter inform’d mo that all was to TOck ; 

But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs^ 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares. 

* Thh song was printed in the Edinburgh edition in 
I7ft7. 
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^ Life’s cares they are comforts/* a maxim laid 
down 

By the hard, what d’ye call him, that wore the 
black gown ; 

And, faith, I agree with th’ old png to a hair, 

For a big-bellied bottle’s a heav’n of care. 

A STAKZA A3)D:|W) m A MASOIT I.OI)QE. 

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o’erflow, 

And honours masonic prepare for to throw ; 

May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a big-bellied bottle when harass’d with care. 


THE AUTHOR’S FAREWELL TO HIS 
NATIYE COUNTRY.t 

TUNE— ‘ BOSLIN CASTLE.* 

gloomy night is gath’ring fast, 
ud roars the wild inconstant blast, 
n murky cloud is foul with rain, 

}oe it driving o’er the plain ; 

♦ Young’s Night Thoughts. R. B. 

t “ I composed this song,** which was printed in the 
Edinburgh edition, in 1787, says Bums, in a note to a copy- 
in his own hand, ** as I conveyed my chest so far on my 
road to Greenock, where I was to embark, in a few days, for 
5bimaica. I meant it as my farewell dirge to my native 
land,** He has elsewhere given the following histoiy of 
this piece , 

** I had been for some time skulking from covert to covert 
tinder all the terrors of a jail, as some all-advised people had 
ancoupled the merciless pack of the law at my heels* I had 
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The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatter’d coveys meet secure, 

While here I wander, prest with care, 

Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The Autumn mourns her rip’ning com 
By early Winter’s ravage tom ; 

Across her placid, azuro'sky, 

She sees the scowling tempest fly: 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 

I think upon the stormy wave, 

Where many a danger I must dare, 

Far from the borne banks of Ayr, 

taken the last farewell of my few j&iends ; my chest was on 
the road to Greenock, and I had composed the last song I 
should ever measure an Caledoma — 

* The gloomy night is gathering fast,^ 

when a letter from Dr. Blaeklock to a friend of mine, over- 
threw all my schemes, by opening new prospects to my 
poetic ambition.” Professor Walker adds these farther 
particulars ** I requested him to communicate some of his 
unpublished poems , and he recited his farewell Song to the 
Banks of Ayr, introducing it with a description of the cir- 
cumstances in which It was composed, more striking than 
the poem itself. He had left Dr. Laurie’s family, after a 
visit, which he expected to be the last, and on his way 
home, had to cross a wide stretch of solitary moor. His 
mmd was strongly affected by parting for ever with a scene 
where he had tasted so much elegant and social pleasure; 
mid, depressed by the contrasted gloom of hia prospects, 
the aspect of nature harmonized with his feelings j it was a 
lowering and heavy evening in the end of autumn. Thie 
wind was up and ’whistled thiough the rushes and long 
spear-grass which beat before it The clouds were driving 
across the sky; and cold pelting showers, at intervals, 
added discomfort of body to cheerlessness of mind. Under 
these circumstances, and m this frame, Burns composed 
his poem.” 
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^Tis not the surging billow’s roar, 

’Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ; 

Tho’ death in ev’ry shape appear, 

The wretched have no more to fear . 

But round my heart the ties are bound, 

That heart transpierc’d with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 

To leave the bon^ banks of Ayr. 

Farewell, old Coila’s hills and dales, 

Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 

The scenes where wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 

Farewell, my friends ^ Farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those — 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, the bonie banks of Ayr ’ 


THE FAEEWELL. 

TO THE BEETHEEH OF ST. O'AMES’s LODGE, 
TAEBOLTOlSr. 

TUNE— ^ OUID NIGHT, AND JOY BE Wl’ YOU A* ! ’ 

EU I a heart-warm, fond adieu 1 
Dear brothers of the mystic tie 1 
3 favour’d, ye enlighten’d few, 
Companions of my social joy ^ 

This Farewell was pnnted in the Kilmarnock edition, 
in a copy of which Burns has wiitten, this time the 
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Tho’ I to foreign lands must hie, 

Pursuing Fortune’s slidd’ry ba’, 

With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

I’ll mind you still, tho’ far awa’. 

Oft have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 

Oft, honour’d with supreme command, 
Presided o’er the sons of light; 

And by that hieroglyphic bnght, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw ! 

Strong mem’ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes when far awa’ ! 

May freedom, harmony, and love, 

Unite you m the grand design, 

Beneath th’ Omniscient eye above, 

The glorious Architect Divine ! 

That you may keep th’ unerring line, 

Still rising by the plummet’s law, 

Till Order bright, completely shine, 

Shall be my prayV when far awa’. 

And You,t farewell ! whose merits claim, 
Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 

Heav’n bless your honour’d, noble name, 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 

fwithor mt^ndied going to Jamaica.** Allan Ctinningham 
«!tatcs that the Poet, it « smd, recited, or ratiier chanted, 
‘The Farewell’ in the 8t James’s Lodge, of TartoU^Ti, 
when his ohest was on the to Greenock. The con- 
cluding vGise affected his fuc»»ds greatly. Several of the 
gentlemen who beavd him ch.int it are stiU living in the 
wc«t of Scotland.” 

t Sir John Whitefonrd, the Grand Mn^iteT. 
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A last request permit me here, 
When yearly ye assemble a’, 

One round, I ask it with a tear, 

To him, the Bard that’s far awa’. 


AND MAUN I STIJ^L ON MENIE’*^ BOAT. 

TUNE— ‘ JOCKEY’S OEET BREEKS.’ 

rejoicing Nature sees 
r robe assume its vernal hues, 
eafy locks wave in the breeze, 

. freshly steep’d in morning dews. 

CHOEXrS.t 
And maun I still on Menie doat, 

And bear the scorn that’s in her e’e ? 

For it’s jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a hawk, 
An’ it winna let a body be ! 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 

In vain to me the vi’lets spring ; 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And maun I still, &c. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 

Wi’ joy the tentie seedsman stalks, 

Menie is the common abbreviation of Marianne. R. B, 
f This chorus is part of a song composed by a gentleman 
in Edmbnrgh, a particular fnend of the antbor’s B. B. 

Allan Cunningham says, Burns adopted the chorus, because 
, it contained the name of Marianne, of which lady, however, 
nothing 1$ known. 
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But life to mos a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And maun I still, &c. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 

Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 

The stately swan majestic suims, 

And e\erything is biesj|but I. 

And maun I still, &c. 

The sheep-herd stocks his faulding slap, 

And owre the moorland whistles shiU, 

Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’rmg step 
I meet him on the dewy hiU. 

And maun I still, &c. 

And when the lark, ’tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daisy’s side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 

A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun I still, 

Come Winter, with thine angry howl, 

And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 

When Nature all is sad like me ! 

And maun I still on Menie doat, 

And bear the scorn that’s in her e’e ? 

For it’s jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a hawk. 
An’ it wmna let a body be. 
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HIGHLAND MARY/ 

TONK — ‘ KAl'HJailJSii OGIE ’ 

E banks, and braes, and streams around 
The castle o’ Montgomery, 

Green b^your woods, and fair your 
flowers. 

Your waters never drumlie ! 

There simmer first unfauld her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ; 

For there I took the last fareweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk, 

How rich the hawthorn’s blossom, 

As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp’d her to my bosom ! 

* ** Highland Mary” was Mary Campbell, of whom a 
notice will be found under his beautiful lines to ** Mary in 
Heaven,” and the song “My Highland Lassie.” On the 
15th November, 1792, Burns sent fins song to Mr. Thomson 
in the following letter. 

“I agree with you, that the song ‘Katharine Ogie* is 
very poor stuff, and unworthy, altogether unworthy, of so 
beautiful an air. I tned to mend it ; but the awkward sound 
* Ogle,’ recurring so often in the rhyme, -spoils every attempt 
at introducing sentiment into the piece. The foregoing song 
pleases myself; I think it is in my happiest manner, you 
%ill see at first glance that it suits the air. The subject of 
the song is one of the most interesting passages of my youth- 
ful days; and I own that I should be much flattered to see 
the verses set to an air which would ensure celebrity. Per- 
haps, aftei all, ’tis the still glowing prejudice of my heart, 
that throws a borrowed lustre over the merits of the compo- 
sition.” 
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The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew o’er me and my dearie , 

For dear to me, as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary 

Wi’ monie a vow, and lock’d embrace. 

Our parting was fu’ tender ; 

And, pledging aft to meet^ain, 

We tore oursels asunder; 

But Oh ! feU death’s untimely fiost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ^ 

Now green’s the sod, and eauld’s the claj , 
That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

0 pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly 1 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance, 
That dwelt on me sac kindly I 
And mould’rmg now in silent dust, 

That heart that lo’od mo dearly ! 

But still within my bosom’s core 
Shall live my Highland Mary. 
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AULD LANG SYNE.^ 



HOULD aiild acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mm’ ^ ^ 
Should ^Id acquaintance be forgot,^ 
And days o’ lang syne ? 


CHOETTS. 

For atdd lang syne, my dear/ 

For auld lang syne, 

Vae. ^ thought upon. 

* Let’s hae a waught o’Malaga, 

For auld lang syne. 

® jo. 

Burns sent this beautiful song to Mrs. Dunlop, in De- 
cember, 1788, saying. “ Is not the Scotch phrase, * Auld 
lang syne,’ exceedingly expressive? There is an old song 
and tune v^hich has often thrilled through my soul. You 
know I am an enthusiast in old Scotch songs — shall 
give you the verses on the other sheet — Light be the turf 
on the breast of the heaven-inspired Boet, who composed 
this glonous fragment.” 

In September, 1793, Burns wrote to Thomson, “One 
song more, and I have done • * Auld lang syne.* The air 
is but m/dtocre, but the following song, the old song of 
the olden times, and which has never been in print, nor 
even in manusenpt, until I took it down from an old man’s 
singing, is enough to recommend any air.” Notwithstand- 
ing these assertions, that the song was an old composition, 
ail his Editors have considered it to have been written, 
either partially or wholly, by Burns ; and the circumstance 
that two copies m his own hand exist, containing the 
variations now given, tends to show that it was his own, 
difficult as it certainly is to reconcile that fact with his 
letters to Mrs Dunlop and Mr, Thomson. 
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Well tak a cup o’ kmdaess yet/ 

For auld lang s}ne. 

We twa hae run about the braes, 

And pu\l^ the go^vans fine; 

But weHe wander’d mony a weary foot 
Bin auld lang sjne. 

For auld, &c. 

We twa hae paidi’t i’ the burn, 

From mornin sun till dine , 

But seas beiw een us braid hae roar’d 
Bin auld lang sjne. 

For auld, &c. 

And here’s a hand, my trusty ficre, 

And gie’s a hand o’ thine , 

And well tak a right guid wiUie-waught, 
For auld lang syne. 

For auld, &c. 

And surely jell be your pint-slowp, 

And surely I’ll be mine ; 

And well tak a cup o’ kindness yet 
For auld lung syne, 

For'aiild, &c. 

Tab * Let’s liae a o'Malat^a. 

* pou’t 


TOT*. Ill, 



50 


THE SOKGS 


BANNOCKBURN. 

ROBERT BRTTCE’s ABBEESS TO HIS ARMY. 
TUNE — * HEY TUTTIE TATTIE.* 

COTS, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 

Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to glorious victorie. 

* This celebrated song was conceived by the Poet during 
a storm of ram and lightning among the wilds of Glen-ken 
m Galloway. Burns on sending it to Mr. Thomson in Sep- 
tember, 1798, said “You know that my pretensions to 
musical taste are merely a few of nature’s instincts, untaught 
and untutored by art. For this reason, many musical com- 
positions, particularly where much of the ment lies in coun- 
terpoint, however they may transport and ravish the ears of 
your connoisseurs, affect my simple lug no otherwise than 
merely as melodious dm. On the other hand, by way of 
amends, I am delighted with many little melodies which 
-the learned musician despises as silly and insipid. I do 
not know whether the old air ' Hey tuttie taittie' may rank 
among this number ; but well I know that, with Fraser’s 
hautboy, it has often filled my eyes with tears. There is 
a tradition, which I have met with in many places of Scot- 
land, that it was Robert Bruce’s march at the battle of 
Bannockburn. This thought, m my solitary wandenngs, 
warmed me to a pitch of enthusiasm on the theme of Liberty 
and Independence, which I threw into a kind of Scottish 
ode, fitted to4he air, that one might suppose to be the gal- 
lant Royal Scot’s address to his heroic followers on 
eventful morning So may God ever defend the cause of 
Truth and Liberty, as He did that day 1 — ^Amen. I shewed 
the air to Hi bam, who was highly pleased with it, and 
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Now^s the day, and now’s the hour ; 

See the front o’ battle lower ; 

See approach proud Edward’s power — 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha wdll be a traitor knave ? 

Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 

Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor I coward I turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland’s King and law 

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 

Free-man stand, or free-man fa’ ? 

Caledonian ! on wi’ me ! 

begged me to make soft verses for it; but I bad no idea of 
giving myself any trouble on the subject, till the accidental 
recollection of that glorious straggle for freedom, associated 
with the glowing ideas of some other struggles of the same 
nature, not quite so ancient, roused my rhyming mania, 
Clarke’s set of the tune, with his bass, you will find in the 
Museum ; though I am afraid that the air is not what will 
entitle it to a place in your elegant selection.” 

He soon afterwards sent the improved version, given in 
the text, saying, he “ had altered the song,” and that the last 
stanza was “borrowed from the stall edition of Wallace: 

A false usurper sinks in every foe, 

And liberty returns with every blow^ — 

A couplet worthy of Homer.” Mr. Thomson having sug- 
gested some verbal alterations, Burns replied in terms which 
show his consciousness of its merits: Who shall decide 

when doctors disagree?’ My ode pleases me so much, that 
I cannot alter it. Your proposed alterations would, in my 
opinion, make it tame. 1 am exceedingly 'rl ligeil to 
for putting me on reconsidering it; as I thiUi. I havt much 
hnproved it. Instead of ‘ sodger 1 hero !’ 1 wiU haswif it 
‘Caledonian! on .wl’mef I have scrutiiiizeti it itW 
over; and to the world some way or other it shall la |t 
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By oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By your sons in servile chains ! 

We will drain our dearest veins, 

But they shall— they shall be free 1 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 

Tyrants fall in every foe ! 

Liberty’s iti every blow ^ 

Forward ^ let us do, or die ! 


THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

tune— ‘the AirLT> WIFE AYONT THE FIRE. 



HERE Cart rms rowin to the sea, 

By monie a flow’r and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 

He is/a gallant weaver. 


Oh, I had wi>oors aught or nine, 

They gied vhe rings and ribbons fine ; 
And I wa^ fear’d my heart would tine, 
And gied it to the weaver. 


My dmdio sign’d my tocher-band, 
Ta gid ihe lad that has the land, 
my heart Fll add my hand, 
^nd gie it to the weaver. 
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While birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 

While bees rejoice in opening' flowers ; 
While corn grows green in simmer showers, 
I’E love my gallant weaver^ 


SONa 



NNA, thy charms my bosom Are, 
And waste my soul with care ; 
But, ah ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair ! 


Yet in thy presence, lovely fair, 

To hope may be forgiven ; 

For sure, hwere impious to despair 
So much in sight of heaven. 


FOR A^ THAT AND A THAT.t 



S there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a’ that ? 
The coward-slave, we pass hiin by, 
We dare be poor for a’ tiiat ! 


Burns inserted tMs song in the *4' hsa 

printed in 1793. It has been collated mib a. copj* In Ids 
own manuscript. 
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For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Our toils obscure and a’ that ; 

The rank is but the guinea stamp; 

The man^s the gowd for a’ that. 

What tho’ on hamely fare we dine, 

Wear hodden-grey, and a’ that ; 

Gie fools their'^ilks, and knaves their wine, 

A man’s a man for a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Their tinsel show, and a’ that ; 

The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor, 

Is King o’ men for a’ that. 

Ye see yon birkio, ca’d a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that ; 

Tho’ hundreds worship at his word, 

He’s but a coof for a’ that : 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

His riband, star, and a’ that, 

The man of independent mind. 

He looks and laughs at a’ that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a’ that ; 

But an honest man’s aboon his might, 

.jQuid faith he manna fa’ that ! 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Their dignities, and a’ that, 

on neither subject, aud consequently is no songj but will 
be eliowedi I think, to be two or three pretty good prose 
thoughts, inverted mto rhyme. I do not give you this song 
for your book, but merely by way of vive la hagaUlkj for the 
]^e is not really poetry,” 
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THe pith sense, and pride o’ worth, 
Are higher I’anks than a’ that. 

Then let ns pray that come it may, 

As come it will for a’ that j 
That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth, 
May bear the gree, and a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that 
It’s coming yet, for a’ that, 

That man to man, the warld o’er, 
Shall brothers be for a’ that. 


DAINTIE BAYIE.^' 

rosy May ^ comes in wi’ flowers, 
deck her gay, green spreading 
bowers ; 

d now comes in my happy hours, ^ 
To wander wi’ my Davie. 



Vajs. * Morn. 

2 Then busy, busy are bis hours, 

The irard’aer wi’ his paidle. 

* This song occurs in. Johnson’s Museum, p. 229, with 
the title, ‘‘ The gardener wi’ his paUllc ; ” but without a 
chorus, and with the variations here given. Burns say.s, 
‘‘ The title of the song only is old ; the re.st is mine,” 

He sent it to Mr. Thomson in August, 1 793, and after- 
wards remarked to him ; “ ‘ Dainty Davie ’ I have heard 
sung nineteen thousand, nine hundred, ard runety-BlBe 
times, and always with the chorus to the low part of the 
tune.” 



66 


THE SONGS 


CHOEXTS. 

Meet me on the wailock knowe, 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 
There I’ll spend the day wi’ }ou. 
My am dear dainty Davie. 

The crystal waiters round iis^ fa’. 

The merry birds arc lovers a’, 

The scented breezes round us blaw,^ 

A. wandering wi’ my Davie 

Meet me, &g. 

When purple morning starts the hare, 
To sted upon her early faio, 

Then through the dews I will repair,^ 
To meet my faithfu’ Davie. 

Meet me, &c. 

When day, expiring in the west. 

The curtain draws o’ Nature’s rest, 

I dee to his arms I lo’o besV^" 

And that’s my am dear Davie. 

Meet me, &c. 

Var ® gently. 

4 lound him blaw, 

The gaul’nei his paidle, 

- — he niduii repair, 

The gaid’ner, &,g. 

He flies to her arms he lo’es the best, 
The gaidhier, S^c, 
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TO MR CUNNINGHAM* 

1 UNB — ‘ IHL lIOPLLESb Llv ’ 

OW Spring has clad the gio\eb in 
And fell ow’d the ica \\i’ 

The fuirow’d wa\in^ coni is seen 
Rejoice in fobtenng bho^uis^ 

While ilka thing in natuic join 
Then borio\\b to foicgo, 

0 'VAhy thus all alone aie mme 
The weai;y bteps of \^oe ’ 

The tiout within jon wimpling bum 
Glideb swift, a bihci dait, 

And safe beneath the shady them 
Dcfieb the aiigkfs ait 
My life was once that caieksss siitara, 

That wanton tiout wub 1 , 

But love, wd undent mg beam, 

Has scorch’d my toimtam dr} 

The little flow ’id’s peaceful lot, 

In yondei dift that glows, 

Which, sa^e the linnet’s flight, I wot, 

Nac rudei Msit loiows, 

Was mine , till lo\e kis o’er me past, 

And blighted a’ nn bloom 
And now beneath the w it hi i mg blast 
H} youth and joy eoiibiime 

Appaieiiily \Mittcn lUuat Ati\, 170 > ba th^’ Is 
‘0 borne ^\a!s ;^ou lubj biioi * 
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The waken’d lav’rock warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky, 

Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 
In morning’s rosy eye ; 

As little reckt I sorrow’s power, 

Until the flowery snare 
O’ witching love, in luckless hour, 

Made me the thrall o’ care. 

0 had my fate been Greenland snows 
Or Afric’s burning zone, 

Wi’ man and nature leagu’d my foes. 

So Peggy ne’er I’d known I 
The wretch whase doom is, Hope nae mair ! ” 
What tongue his woes can tell ? 

Within whoso bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 


CLARINDA. 



LARINDA, mistress of my soul, 

The measur’d time is run ! 

The wretch beneath the dreary pole 
So marks his latest sun. 


To what dark cave of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvander hie ; 

Depriv’d of thee, his life and light. 

The sun of all his joy ? 

Of Clannda an account has already been given. This 
song appears to have been sent to her in January, or Fe- 
bruary, 1788, just before Burns returned to Dumfriesshire 
from Edinburgh. 
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Wo pait — but by tliue piccioub diopb 
That fill thy lo\cly cjob ^ 

No other light shall guide m 3 steps 
Till thy bright beams arise 

She, the fair sun of all her SC's:, 

Has blest my glonous day 
And shall a ghmmering planet fk 
My woi&hip to its ray ^ 


WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER ^ 

TUJSE — ‘CiLEDOMlK HUM'S DraCHT * 

, why tell thy lo\er, 

Bliss he never must enjoy 
:iy, why undteene him, 

And gue all his hopes the ho *5^ 



0 why, \\hilc fancy, laptui’d, slumbers, 
Chioris, Chloiis all the theme ' 

Why, why wouldst thou, cruel, 

Wake thy lo'^er from his dream? 

* About June or August, 179u, Burns sent this song to 
Thomson, sa>nig, “Sudi is the petulurity of 
tins air, that 1 find it impossihlo to make anotl'fSr 
suit it I am at present quite occupied with ifet « 
sensations of the tooth iche, so have not a wofi ^ 
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CALEDONIA. 


dCUNJi)— * CALEBOMAN HUNT’S DELIGHT.’ 



HERE was once a day, but old Time then 
-v^as young, 

That b^ve Caledonia, the chief of her 
line. 

From some of your northern deities sprung ; 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonians divine ?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 

And pledged her theirgodheads to warrant it good. 


A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war, 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew , 

Her grandsire, old Odin, tiiumphantly swore, 
Whoe’er shall provoke thee, th’ encounter shall 
rue I ” 

With tillage or pasture at times she would sport, 
To feed her fair floclvs by her green rustling corn: 
But chiedy the woods weie her fav’rite resort. 

Her darlingarauscment, the hounds and the hoin. 


Long quiet she reign’d , till thitherward steers 
A fiight of bold eagles from Adria’s strand; 
Repeated, successue, for many long years. 

They darken’d the air, and they plunder’d the 
land; 

IMr pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 
They d conquer d and ruin’d a world beside ; 
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She took to her hills, and her arrows let 
The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the north, 
The scoui’ge of the seas, and the dread of the 
shore ; 

The wild Scandinavian boar issu’d forth 
To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore : 

O’er countries and kingdoms their finy prevaird, 
No arts could appease them, no arms could repel; 

But brave Caledonia in vain they assail’d, 

As Largs well can witness, and Loneartie tell. 

The Cameleon-savage disturb’d her repose, 

With tumult, disquiet, rebeUipn, and strife ; 

Provok’d beyond bearing, at last she arose, 

And robb’d him at once of his hopes and his life: 

The Anglian lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguin’d the Tweed's silver 
flood ; 

But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance, 

He learned to fear in his own native wood. 

Thus bold, independent, unconquer’d, and free, 
Her bright course of glory for ever shall run 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 

I’E prove it from Euclid as clear as tlie sun ; 

Keetangle-triangle, the figure well choose, 
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ON THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 

BETWEEN THE BX7EE OE AEaXXE ANB 
THE EAEl OE HAS. 

TUNE — ‘ THE OAMEROIHAN RANT.’ 

CAM ye here the fight to shun, 

Or herd the sheep wi’ me, man ? 
Or were you at the Sherra-muir, 
And did the battle see, man ? 

I saw the battle, sair and teugh. 

And reeldng-red ran monie a sheugh, 

My heart, for fear, gae sough for sough, 

To hear the thuds, and see the duds 
O’ dans frae woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum’d at Kingdoms three, man. 


The red-coat lads, wi’ black cockades. 

To meet them were na slaw, man ; 

They rush’d and push’d, and blude outgush’d. 
And monie a bouk did fa’, man : 

And great Argyle led on his files, 

I wat they glanced twenty miles : 

They hack’d andhash’d, while broad-swords dash’d. 
And thro’ they dash’d, and hew’d and smash’d, 
Till fey men died awa, man. 


* Gilbert Bums says, "I am pretty well convinced this 
roera is not my brother’s, but more ancient than has birth • " 
bat Allan Cunningham considers it a modified and improv^ 
version of Bamiay’s Rhyming Dialogue between William 
ucniaale and Tam Cleancogne on Sheriff- Muir. 
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But had you seen the philibegs, 

And skyrm tartan tre'ws, man, 

When in the teeth they dar’d our whigs. 
And covenant true blues, man ; 

In hues extended lang and large. 

When bayonets oppos’d the targe, 

And thousands hasten’d to the charge, 

Wi’ Highland wrath they i^ae the sheath 
Drew blades o’ death, till, out of breath, 
They fled like frighted does, man. 

0 how deil, Tam, can that be true? 

The chase gaed frae the north, man ; 

I saw mysel, they did pursue 
The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 

And at Dumblane, in my am sight, 

They took the brig wi’ a’ their might, 

And straught to Stirling wing’d their flight ; 
But, cursed lot ! the gates were shut, 

And monie a huntit, poor red-coat, 

For fear amaist did swarf, man.” 

My sister Kate cam up the gate 
Wi* crowdie unto me, man ; 

She swore she saw some rebels run 
Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 

Their left-hand general had nae skill. 

The Angus lads had nae gmd-wii! 

That day their neebors’ blood to spill^ 

For fear, by foes, that they should 1 o$K) ^ 
Their cogs o’ brose ; aU crying woesj ' 

And so it goes, you see, man. 
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They’ve lost some gallant gentlemen 
Amang the Highland clans, man ; 

I fear my lord Panmure is slain, 

Or fallen in whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad ye sing this double light. 

Some Ml for wrang, and some for right* 
But monie bade the world guid-night ; 
Tlien ye may tell, how pell and mell, 

By red clajunores, and muskets’ knell, 
Wi’ dying yell, the tones fell, 

And whigs to hell did flee, man. 


THE DIJIIFRIES VOLUNTEERS.' 

TUNE — ‘ PUSIX ABOUT THE JOBUM ’ 

April, 1795. 

OES haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the louns beware, Sir, 
There's wooden walls upon our seas. 
And volunteers on shore. Sir. 

The Nith shall run to Corsmeon, 

And Criffel sink to Solway, 

Ere we permit a foreign foe 
On British ground to rally ! 

Fal de ral, &c. 

* Tin? ?ong wa? first piiblislwl in the Dumfries Jounjal, 
May 5th, 1795. 
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0 let us not like snarling tykes 
In wrangling be dnided ; 

Till slap come in an unco iooii 
And wi’ a rung decide it 

Bo Britain still to Biitain true, 

Amang ouisels united ; 

For never but by Biitish hands 
Maun British winugs besrighted ! 

Fai do ral, ke* 

The kettle o’ the Liik and slate, 

Perhaiis a clout ma> fail in’t , 

But deil a foreign tinkler loon 
Shall ever ca’ a nail m’t. 

Our fathers’ blind the kettle bought, 

And w'ha wad dare to spoil it ; 

By heavenj the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it. 

Fal do ral, <S:c. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own, 

And the wretch his truc-boin bi other, 

Who would set the mob aboon the throne, 
May they be damned together ! 

Who will not sing, ‘‘God save the King,” 
Shall hang as high’s the steeple; 

But while wo sing, “God sau^ the King,” 
We’ll ne’er forget the People. 


VOL. 111. 
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0 WHA IS SHE THAT LO’ES ME.« 

TUNE — ‘MOEAG.* 

WHi^is she^ that lo’es me, 

And has my heart a-keeping ? 

0 sweet IS she that lo^es me, 

As dews o’ simmer weeping, 

In tears the rose-buds steeping. 

CHOKUS. 

0 that’s the lassie o’ my heart, 

My lassie, ever dearer ; 

0 that’s the queen o’ womankind. 

And ne’er a ane to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie, 

In grace and beauty charming, 

That e’en thy chosen lassie, 

Erewhile thy breast sae warming. 

Had ne’er sic powers alarming; 

0 that’s, &c. 

If thou hadst heard her talking. 

And thy attentions plighted, 

Yjta. * hi a copy of this song in Bums’ otto haad, the 
first line runs, 

** Wat ye wha that lo’es me,” 
wMdi agrees with the version in Thomson’s Collection. 
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That ilka body talking, 

But her by thee is slighted, 

And thou art all delighted ; 

0 that’s, 

If thou hast met this fail one , 
When frae her thou hast parted, 
If every other fair one. 

But her, thou hast deserted. 

And thou art broken-hearted ; 

0 that’s, &e. 


CAPTAIN GEOSE. 

TUJSE— ‘Sm JOHN MALCOLM.’ 



N ye ought o’ Captain Grose ? 

Igo, and ago, 

If he’s among his friends or foes f 
Irara, eoram, dago. 


Is he South, or is he North ? 
Igo, and ago, 

Or droTOed in the river Forth? 
Iram, eoram, dago. 


Is he skin by Highland bodies? 

Igo, and ago, 

And eaten like a wether-haggis? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

This was written m an envelupe to Mr. CardottHi 
antnjuary, enclosing a letter to Captain Grose. 
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WHISTLE OWEE THE LAVE O’T.# 

lEST when Maggy was my care, 
Heaven, I thought was m her air ; 
Now weVe married—spier nae mair — 
Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 

Bonie Meg was nature’s child — ^ 

Wiser men than me’s beguil’d , — 

Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

How we live, my Meg and me, 

How we love and how we ’gree, 

I care na by how few may see — 

Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Wha I wish were maggots’ meat, 

Dish’d up in her winding sheet, 

I could write — but Meg maun see’t 
Whistle owre the lave o’t. 

Vak. * Sweet and harmless as a child* 

♦ In a to Hr. Thomson, 19th October, 1704, Bums 
says, ** * Wlusdo o*er the lave o’t’ is mraej the music said to 
be by a John Bruce, a celebrated violin player in 
about the beginning of this centaiy. Tins I know,'— Brace, 
who was an honest man, though a red-wnd Highlamiman, 
constantly claimed it; and by all the old musical people 
here is believed to be the author of it ” 

»* The variation is fiom i eo|)> m the Poet’s autograph. It 
was printed by Cromek, in his Reliques of Burns 
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0 , ONCE I LOTD A BONIE LASS; 

TXnSTE— ‘I A»I A MAN UNMARRIED ’ 

ONCE I Wd a bonie lass, 

Ay, I love her still, 

And whilst that virtue warms my breast 
111 love my handsome Nell. 

Fal lal de ral, <fee. 

As bonie lassies I hae seen. 

And monie full as braw, 

But for a modest gacefu^ mien 
The like I never saw. 

Burns has left the following interesting remarks on this 
song, which seems to have been one of his earliest composi- 
tions. The heroine was evidently the young lass, whom he 
thus described : “ This kind of life— the cheerless gloom of 
a hermit, with the unceasing moil of a galley-slave, brought 
me to my sixteenth year; a little before which period I 
first committed the sm of rhyme You know our country 
custom of coupling a man and woman together as partners 
in the labours of harvest. In my fifteenth autumn my 
partner was a bewitching creature, a year younger than 
myself. My scarcity of English denies me the power of 
doing her justice in that language ; hut you know the Scot- 
tish idiom — she was a dome, sweet, sonsie, lass lu short, 
she altogether, unwittingly to herself, initiated me in that 
delicious passion, which, m spite of acid disappointment, 
gin-horse prudence, and book- worm philosophy, I hold to 
-fee the first of human joys, our dearest blessing here' below! 

she caught the contagion, I cannot tell : I never ex- 
pressly said I loved her. Indeed, I did not know myself 
why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, when re- 
turning m the evening from our labours ; why the tones of 
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A borne lass, I tv ill confess, 

Is pleasant to the eo, 

But without some bettei qualities 
She^s no a lass for me 

But Nelly’s looks arc blithe and sweet, 
And what is host of a’, 

Her reputation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw. 

Bhe dresses aye sac clean and neat, 
Both decent and genteel 
And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars onio dress look wed 


her voice made mj heart-strings thrill like an iEolian harp , 
and particulai ly why my pulse heat such a ftinons rattan 
when I looked and fingered over her little hand to pick 
out the cruel nettle stings and thistles Among her other 
love-mspmng qualities, she sung swectlv and it was her 
favourite reel to which I attempted gnmg an embodied 
vehicle m rhjme” — “Foi mj own pait, 1 ne\er had the 
least thought or inclination of turning poet till I got once 
heartily m lo\% and then elegiio ami song were, m a man- 
ner, the spontaneous language of my heart The following 
composition was the first of my performances, and done at 
an early period of my life, when my heart glowed with 
honest warm simplicity, unacquainted, and uncoirapfced 
with the ways of a wickrd world The performance la* 
indeed, very puerile and silly, but I ara always please# 
With It, as it recalls to my mind those happv dajs when mf 
heart was yet honest, and my tongue was sincere Tii 
subject of it was a joung girl who realh deseised all the 
praises I have bC'itowed upon her I not onlv had tliii 
bpmion of her then — but 1 actually thmk still, now that 
the spell IS long since hroken, and the enchantment at ite 
end ” 
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A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart, 

But It’s innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 

’Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

’Tis this enchants my soul ! 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without control, 

Fal lal de ral, &c. 


YOUNG JOCKEY * 


OUNG Jockey was the blithest lad 
In a’ our town or here awa ; 

Fu’ blithe he whistled at the gaud,t 
Fu’ lightly danc’d he in the ha’ 1 
He roos’d my een sae bonie blue, 

He roos’d my waist sae genty sma’ ; 

An’ aye my heart came to my mou, 

When ne’er a body heard or saw. 



* This song occurs in Johnson’s Museum, without Bums’ 
name, and the editor has attached the lettei Z to it, to 
indicate that it was old with additions. In his remarks 
on the Museum, the Poet takes no notice of “ Young 
Jockey/* but Allan Cunningham says, “ What is old of it 
may be found m Oswald’s Collection, under the title of 
‘Jockie was the blythest lad in a’ our town,* with the-, 
exception of three or four lines it is the work of Burns.” 
This song is pnnted m Cromefc’s Eeliques. 

The gaud — the nlough. 
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My Jockey toils upon the plain, 

Thro’ wind and weet, thro’ frost and snawj 
And o’er the lea I look fu’ fain 
When Jockey’s owsen hameward ca’* 

An’ aye the night comes round again, 

When in his arms he taks me a’ ; 

An’ aye he vows he’ll be my ain 
An lung’s he has a breath to draw* 


MCPHERSON’S FAREWELL * 

AREWELL,yedungeonsdarkand strong. 
The wretch’s destinie : 

McPherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows tree. 


• Baras composed this song, which is printed in CromeVs 
Eeliques, to the beautiful air of ‘ Macpherson’s Farewell.* 
Macpherson was a famous robber in the beginning of the 
last century, and was condemned to be hanged at the assizes 
at Inverness. His exploits, however, as a freebooter, were 
toot aggravated by cruelty. A dispute with one of his own 
Ckoop, who wished to plunder a gentleman’s house while hia 
wife and two children lay on the bier for interment, was Ih^ 
cause of his being betrayed to the vengeance of the Uw* 
He was an admirable performer on the violin, and his taleat 
for musical composition is shewn not only in his * Kant’ and 
* pibroch,* hut also in Im ‘Farewell,’ which he composed 
while he was in prison under sentence of death- He played 
his * Farewell ’ at the foot of the gallows, broke his violin 
over bis knee, and thus died with the same fortitude as he 
had lived. His sword is presented at Huff Housej a resi- 
dence of the Earl of Fife. This copy has been collated with 
one in Burns* manuscript. 
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Sae rantmgly, sae wantonly, 

Sae danntingly gaed he ; 

He play’d a spring and danc’d it round 
Below the gallows tree. 

Oh, what is dos^th but parting breath ? — 
On monie a bloody plain 
I’ve dar’d his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again ! 

Sae rantingly, ^c. 

Untie these bands from off my hands. 

And bring to me my sword ! 

And there’s no a man in all Scotland, 

But I’ll brave him at a word. 

Sae rantingly, &c. 

I’ve liv’d a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treacherie : 

It burns my heart I must depart 
And not avenged be. 

Sae rantingly, &c. 

Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky ^ 

May coward shame distain his name, 

The wretch that dares not die I 
Sae rantingly, 
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THE DEAN OP FACULTY,^ 

A KEW BALLAD, 

TDNE— ‘ THE DKAGOE OF WANTLET.* 

IRE was the hate at’^old Harlaw 
That Seot to Scot did carry ; 

And dire the discord Langside saw. 
For beauteous, hapless Mary • 

But Scot with Scot ne’er met so hot, 

Or were more in furj’- seen, Sir, 

Than ’twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job— • 
Who should be Faculty’s Bean, Sir. 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among the first was number’d , 

But pious Bob, ’mid learning’s store, 
Commandment the tenth remember'd. 

Yet simple Bob the victory got, 

And won his heart’s desire 
Which shews that heaven can boil the pot, 
Though the devil piss in the fire. 

Squire Hal besides had, in this case, 
Pretensions rather brassy, 

For talents to deserve a place 
Are qualifications saucy ; 



* This ballad was 6rst punted in Cromek’s Reliqaefi. 
Tbs last stanaa is now supplied for the first time from a copy 
in the Poet’s own hand. 



THE SONGS 


76 

So their worships of the Faeolty, 

Quite sick of merit^s rudeness. 

Chose one who should owe it all, d’ye see, 
To their gratis grace and goodness. 

As once on Pisgah purg’d was the sight 
Of a son of Circumcision, 

So may be, on this Pisgah height, 

Bob’s purblind, Cental vision ; 

Nay, Bobby’s mouth may be open’d yet. 
Till for eloquence you hail him. 

And swear he has the Angel met 
That met the ass of Balaam. 

In your heretic sins may ye live and die, 
Ye heretic eight and thirty I 
But accept, ye sublime Majority, 

My congratulations hearty. 

With your Honors and a certain King 
In your servants this is striking — 

The more incapacity they bring, 

The more they’re to your liking. 


I’LL AYE CA’ IN BY YON TOWN 

’LL ay ca’ in by yon town, 

And by yon garden green again ; 

I’ll ay ca’ in by yon town, 

And see my bonie Jean again. 

This song is printed m Cromek’s Eeliques, Jean Ar- 
mour IS said to be its heiome 
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There’s nane sail ken, there’s name sail guess, 
What brings me back the gate again, 

But she, my fairest faithfii’ lass, 

And stownlins we sail meet again 

She’ll wander by the aiken tiee. 

When trystm-timo dia\\s nir«ur again. 

And when her lo\ely foim^ see, 

0 haith, she’s doubly dear again I 


A BOTTLE AND FRIEND « 

Tkeits’js nano that’s* blest ot humuu Kind, 

But the cheeiful and the ga^> inaii 

Fal hil, &.U 

ERE’S a bottle and an honest friend ! 
W^hat wad ye ^ush for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before liis life may end, 
What his share ma} be o’ caie, man ? 

Then catch the moments as they fly, 

And use them as ye ought, man : — 

^Believe me, happiness is shy, 

And comes not ay when sought, man. 

* These verses, which occur in Crmiick’s Keliqttes, are 
printed as they bUnd m a copy m the Poet’s own autograph. ** 
Gilbert Burns, howevei, in a letter to Mr. Crotnek, m 
bruary, 1809, expressed a doubt as to their having lieen 
Written by his brother. 
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TLL KISS THEE YET.^ 

TUNE — * THE BKAES O’ BALQUHIEDEE. 

CHOETTS. 

^LL kiss«thce yet, yet, 

An’ ril kiss thee o’er again, 

An’ I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, 

My home Peggie Alison ! 

Ilk care and fear, when thou art near, 

I ever mair defy them, 0 ; 

Young Kings upon their hansel throne 
Are no sae blest as I am, 0 ! 

I’ll kiss thee, &e. 

When in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure, 0 ,• 

I seek no mair o’ Heaven to share, 

Than sic a moment’s pleasure, 0 ! 

I’ll kiss thee, &e. 

And by thy een sae bonie blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever, 0 ; — 

And on thy lips I seal my vow, 

And break it shall I never, 0 ! 

I’ll kiss thee, <S;e. 

• This song was inserted in the Musical Museum, p. 
201, hut without Bums’ name, and it was hrst attnbuted 
to him by Cromek, in consequence of finding a copy in the 
Poet’s hand among his papers. Peggy Alison, Mr. Allan 
Cunningham was informed, was ** Montgomery’s Peggy,” 
who will he again mentioned. 
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ON CESSNOGK BANKS.* 

TUNE—* IF HE BE A BUTCHEK NEAT AND TElAf.’ 

■ N Cessnock banks a^assic dwells ; ^ 

Could I describe her shape and mien , 
Oiir lasses a’ she far excels,- 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueisli 
een.** 

She’s sweeter^ than the morning dawn 
When rising Phoebus first is sec^n, 

And^ de’vv-drops twinkle o’er the lawm ; 

An’ sho has twa sparldmg rogucish een.^' 

She’s stately like yon youthful ash 

That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And drmks the stieam with \igour fiesh 
An’ she has twa sparlJing rogiieish o’en.^ 

Vab. * there lives a lass. 

* The graces of her weebfar’d face, 

^ And the glancm* of her sparkhn* een. 

* fresher. ® When. 

® An* she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een* 

^^nd shoots its head above each bush* 

This song was printed by Cromek ** from the oral com- 
mnnication of a lady residing at Glasgow, whom the bard in 
early life aSeetionately admired , ” and he adds, ** it was on 
early production.” The following copy has been taken from 
the Poet’s own manuscript, and the verges are presumed to 
be now for the first time correctly printed. 
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She’s spotless like^ the flow’ring thorn 
With flow’rs so white and leaves so green, 
When purest in the dewy morn ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een.s> 

Her looks are like the vernal May/^^ 

When ev’ning Phoebus shines serene/^ 
While birds rejoice on every spray , 

An’ she has t^a sparkling rogueish een.^ 

Her hair is like the cuiling mist 
That climbs^’ the mountain-sides at e’en, 
When flow’r-reviving rains are past ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een.^ 

Her forehead’s like the show’ry bow. 

When gleaming^'* sunbeams intervene 
And gild the distant mountain’s brow ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een.9 

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem, 

The pride of all the flowery scene, 

Just opening on its thorny stem ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een.9 

Her teeth arc like the nightly snow 
When pale the morning rises keen. 

While had the murmuring streamlets flow j 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een. 

Yak. ® as. 

® An^ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 
sportive lamh. 

When flow’ry May adorns the scene, 

** That wantons round its bleating dam. 
shades. shining. 
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Her lips are like yon^^ cherries ripe, 

That sxmny wails from Boreas screen, 
They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish eon.^® 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep, 

With fleeces newly -washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep ; 

An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 

Her hreath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossom’d bean, 
When Phtebus sinks behind the seas ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een.^^ 

Her voice is like the ev’ning thrush 
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen, 
While his mate sits nestling in the busli 5 
An’ she has twa sparkling rogueish een,*^ 

But it’s not her air, her form, her face, 

Tho’ matching beauty’s fabled queen, 
’Tis^7 the mind that shines in ov’ry grace, 
An’ chiefly in her rogueish^® een. 

Tae. ^ the. 

An^ she*s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 

Bat. sparklin’. 


€h 


vox*. HI, 
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PRAYER FOR MARY.* 

‘BLUE BONNETS.* 

OWERS celestial, whose protection 
Ever guards the virtuous fair, 
While in distant climes I wander. 

Let my Mary be your care . 

Let her form sae fair and faultless, 

Fair and faultless as your own ; 

Lot my Mary’s kindred spirit 

Draw your choicest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 
Soft and peaceful as her breast ; 

Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 

Soothe her bosom into rest : 

Guardian angels, 0 protect her. 

When in distant lands I roam ; 

To realms unknown while fate exiles 
Make her bosom still my home. 

♦ These verses, which are printed m Cromek’s Beliques, 
were probably written on Highland Mary, on the eve of the 
Poefs intended departure to the West Indies. 
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YOUNG PEGGY. 

TimE— ‘LAST TIME I CAM O’EB THE MUHL' 

OUNG Peggy blooms our boniest lass, 
Her blush is like the morning, 

The rosy dawn, the springing grass. 
With early gems adorning . 

Her eyes outshine the radiant beams 
That gild the passing shower, 

And. glitter o’er the crystal streams. 

And cheer each fresh’ning flower. 

Her lips more than the cherries bright, 

A richer dje has grac’d them, 

They charm th’ admiring gazer’s sight, 

And sweetly tempt to taste them : 

Her smile is as the ev’ning mild, 

When feather’d pairs are courting, 

And little lambkins wanton wild, 

In playful bands disporting. 

IVere Fortune lovely Peg’gy’s foe, 

Such sweetness would relent her. 

As blooming Spring unbends th© brow 
Of surly, savage Winter. 

Detraction’s eye no aim can gain 
Her winning powers to lessen ; 

This »oiig is printerl in Crompk's Eeliqnes. Tonng 
Feggy wiis ** Montgomerie’s Feggy ’’ mentionerl at p* lOl and 
elisewliere# 
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And fretful envy grins in vain, 

The poison’d tooth to fasten. 

Ye Pow’rs of Honour, Love, and Truth, 
From e^ry ill defend her ; 

Inspire the highly favour’d youth 
The destinies intend her ; 

Still fan the sweet connubial flame 
Eesponsiv^ in each bosom ; 

And bless the dear parental name 
With many a filial blossom. 


THERE’LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL JAMIE 
COMES HAME.* 

A sosra. 

Y yon castle wa’, at the close of the day, 
1 heard a man sing, tho’ his head it was 
grey; 

And as he was singing, the tears fast 
down came — 

There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

* Oh the 12th March, 1791, Bums wrote to Thomson, 
I sink into stupid prose, and so sacrilegiously intrude 
on the ofiice of my parish priest, I shall fill up the page m 
my own way, and give you another song of my late com- 
position, which will appear, perhaps, in Johnson’s work, as 
well as the former. You must know a beautiful Jacobite 
air, There’ll nevei be peace till Jamie comes harne.’ Whew 
political combustion ceases to be the object of princes and 
patriots, it then, you know, becomes the lawful prey ot his- 
torians and poets. 
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The church is in ruins, the state is in jars, 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 

We dare na weel say’t, but we ken wha’s to blame — 
Theie'U never be peace till Jamie comes hamc. 

*My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 

And now^ I greet i ound their green beds m the yerd : 
It brak the sweet heait o’ my faithfu’ auld dume — 
There’ll never be peace tiU JamiiJ comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 

Bin’ I tint my bairns, and he tmt his crown ; 

But till ray last moment my words aie the same — 
There’ll never be peace tiE Jamie comes hame. 


THEBE WAS A LAD.^ 


TOOT— ‘ I>.UNIY nAvin * 



'HERE was a lad Avas,born at Kyle,f' 
But what n a day o’ what’n a bt;^le 
I doubt its hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice m* Robm. 


Robin w^as a ro\in’ Boy, 

Rantin’ ro\in’, rantin’ rovin’ ; 
Robin was a lovin’ Boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robm, 


* This song, of \\hich lie >\as hmifcelf the hero, was one of 
the Poet’s early piotiuctions, it otcurs among his prn ate notes 
m May, 1784, or 1785 
f Kyle— -a district of Ayrshire, 
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Our monarch’s hindmost year but ane 
Was five-and-twenty days begun, 

’Twas then a blast o’ Janwar win’ 

Blew hansel in on Robin. 

The gossip keekit in his loof, 

Quo’ scho wha lives will see the proof. 

This waly boy will be nae coof, 

I think w's’H ca’ him Robin. 

He’ll hae misfortunes great and sma’, 

But aye a heart aboon them a ’ ; 

He’U be a credit to us a’, 

We’ll a’ be proud o’ Robin. 

But sure as three times three mak nine, 

I see by ilka score and line, 

This chap will dearly like our kin’. 

So leeze me on thee, Robin. 

Guid faith, quo’ soho, I doubt you, Sir, 

Ye gar the lasses 

But twenty fauts ye may hae waur, 

So blessing on thee, Robin ! 

Robin was a rovin’ Boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin’; 

Robin was a rovin’ Boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’ Boy. 

• Barns’ biographers place his bnth on the 29th instead 
of the 20th of January, 1759. George the Second died in 
October, 1760. 
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TO MARY. 

TUKE-— ^ EWE-BtJGHTS, afAEION.* 

ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

® mml ^ Scotia’s shore ? 

Will ye go to th# Indies, my Mary, 
Across the Atlantic’s roar ? 

0 sweet grows the lime and the orange, 

And the apple on the pine , 

Bnt a’ the charms o’ the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hao sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 

I hao sworn by the Heavens to bo true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me. 

When I forget my vow ! 

0 plight mo your faith, my Mary, 

And plight me your lily-w'hito hand ; 

* Mary Campbell was the heroine of this song, of which 
Bams says, m a letter to Thomson about Oc toiler or No- 
vember, 1792, In ni) very early years, when 1 was thinking 
of going to the IVest Indies, I took the following lareweB of 
a dear girl. It js quite trifling, and has nothing of the merit 
of * Ewe-bughts ; * but it will fill up this page. You must 
know that all ray eailier love-bnngs wore the breathings of 
ardent passion, and though it might have been easvm after- 
times to have given them a polish, yet that polish, to me, 
whose they were, and who perh.ips alone cared for them, 
would have defaced the legend of ray heart, i\hich was so 
faithfully Inscribed on them Their uncouth simplicity was, 
they say of wines, their face ” 
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0 plight me your faith, my Mary, 

Before I leave Scotia’s strand. 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join, 

And curst be the cause that shall part us ! 
The hour, and the moment o’ time I 


MARY MORISON.* 

TiraiE — ‘ BIDE YE YET.* 

MARY, at thy window be. 

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glances let me see. 
That maJke the miser’s treasure poor, 
How blithely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 

Could I the rich reward secure, 

The lovely Mary Monson. 

Yestreen, when to the trembling string 
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’. 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : 

Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw, 

And yon the toast of a’ the town, 

I sigh’d, and said amang them a’, 

** Ye are na Mary Morison.” 

To Tbomaoij, Boros wrote, 20th March, 1793, "This 
smg is one of my jarenile works. I do not think it veiy 
z^arkahle, either fot its merits or dements/’ 
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0 Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
Whase only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou wult na gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ^ 

A thought ungentle eanna bo 
The thought o’ Mary Moi'ison. 


THE BOUEK’B RETURN* 

TONE— ^ lUE 3VIILL MILL O.’ 

•Wild war’s deadly blast was blawn, 
nd gentle peace returning, 
mony a sweet babe ftitheiless, 

^nd niony a widow mourning; 

I left the lines and tented held, 

Where laiig Fd been a lodger, 

My humble knapsack a’ my wealth, 

A poor and honest soger. 

* This song, which has been collated w ith a co|>y m the 
Pbet’^'owii hand, was sent to Thomson in April, 1 793. Mr. 
Thomson says, the following incitlent relative to this song 
was communicated to him by a friend, a clergc man m Pum* 
friesshire; ‘‘Burns, I have iieen informed, was one summer 
evening at the inn at BrowmhiU with a couple of frieutH when 
a poor wayworn soldier passed the window , Of a sudden it 
struck the poet to call him in, and get the story of his adven- 
tures, after hstemng to which, he all at once fell into one of 
those fits of abstraction not unusual with him. He was lifted 
to the region where he had his ‘ garland and singing robes 
about him/ ami the result was the admirable song which he 
sent yea for « The Mill Mill 0/ « 
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A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

My hand unstained wi' plunder; 

And for fair Scotia, hame again 
I cheery on did wander. 

I thought upon the banks o^ Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 

I thought upon^ the witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reach’d the bonie glen, 
Where early life I sported ; 

I pass’d the mill, and trysting thorn, 
Where Nancy aft I courted : 

Wha spied I but my am dear maid,® 
Down by her mother’s dwelling ! 

And turn’d me round to hide the flood 
That in my eon was sweUmg. 

Wi’ alter’d 2 voice, quoth I, Sweet lass, 
Sweet as yon hawthorn blossom, 

0 ! happy, happy may he be. 

That’s dearest to thy bosom ! 

My purse is light, I’ve far to gang. 

And fain wad bo thy lodger ; 

I’ve serv’d my King and Country lang — 
Take pity on a soger ! 

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me. 

And lovelier was^ than ever : 

Quo’ she, a soger ance I lo’ed, 

Foi^et him shall 1 never . 

Tab. ' And ay I nnn’t. MS, ® lass MS- 
® fremit. AIS, look’d. MS, 
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Our humble cot, and hamely fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it, 

That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Ye’re welcome for the sake o’t. 

She gaz’d — she redden’d like a rose — 

Syne pale like onie lily 
She® sank withm my arms, and cried. 

Art thou mine am dear Willie ? 

By Him who made yon sun and sky, 

By whom true lore’s regarded, 

I am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded 1 

The wars are o’er, and I’m come hame, 
And find thee still true-hearted , 

Tho’ poor m gear,^ we’re rich m love, 

And mair we’se ne’er bo parted* 

Quo’ she, my grandsire left; me gowd,“ 

A maUen plenish’d fairly ; 

And come, my faithful^ soger lad, 

Thou’rt welcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant plouglis the main, 
The farmer ploughs the manor ; 

But glory is the soger’s piize ; 

The soger’s wealth is honour : 

The brave poor soger ne’er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger, 

Bomember he’s his Country’s stay 
In the day and hour o’ danger, 

Vmxu * wallo’iv’t like a hly, MSa ^ Ami* 

w*‘aitb be bma% MS. gear ® am dear. 
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MY FATHER WAS A FARMER.^ 

SUNB — ‘ THE WEAVER AND HIS SHUTTLE, O. 

Father was a Farmer upon the Garrick 
border, 0 

Lnd carefully he bred me m decency 
and order, 0 
He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne’er 
a farthing, 0 

For without an honest manly heart, no man was 
worth regarding, 0. 

Then out into the world my course I did deter- 
mine, 0 

Tho’ to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great 
was charming, 0 

My talents they were not the worst ; nor yet my 
education, 0 

Resolv’d was I, at least to try, to mend my situa- 
tion, 0. 

In many a way, and vam essay, I courted fortune’s 
favour; 0 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate 
each endeavour; 0 

• In the Poet’s Memoranda, Apiil, 1784, he says, • **The 
following song is a wild rhapsody, miserably deficient m 

versification, but as the sentiments are the genuine feelings 
of my heart, for that reason I have a particular pleasure in 
conning it over,” 
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Sometimes by foes I was o’erpower’d ; sometimes 
by friends forsaken , 0 

And when my hope was at the top, I still was 
worst mistaken, 0. 

Then sore harass’d, and tir’d at last, with fortune’s 
vain delusion , 0 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came 
to this conclusion ; 0 

The past was bad, and the future hid ; its good or 
ill untried; 0 

But the present hour was in my pow’r, and so 
I would enjoy it, 0 . 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I ; nor person to 
befriend me ; 0 

So I must toil, and sweat and broil, and labour 
to sustain me, 0 

To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 
bred me early ; 0 

For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for 
fortune fairly, 0. 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro’ life 
I’m doom’d to wander, 0 

XiB down my weary bones I lay in everlasting 
slumber; 0 

No view nor care, but shun whato’er might breetl 
me pain or sorrow * 0 

I live to-day as well’s I may, regardless of to- 
morrow, 0. 

But cheerful still, I am ns wdl as a monarch in a 
palace, 0 
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Tho^ fortune's frown still hunts me down, with all 
her wonted malice ; 0 

I mate indeed my daily bread, but ne’er can make 
it farther ; 0 

But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much 
regard her, 0. 

When sometimes iy my labour I earn a little 
money, 0 

Some unforeseen misfortune comes generally upon 
me; 0 

Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good- 
natur’d folly ; 0 

But come what will, IVe sworn it stiU, I’ll ne’er 
be melancholy, 0. 

All you who foUow wealth and power, with unre- 
mitting ardour, 0 

The more in this you look for bliss, you leave your 
view the frrther ; 0 

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to 
adore you, 0 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer be- 
fore you, 0. 
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A MOTHER’S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH 
OF HER SON. 


IXTNE— 'riNLATSTON HOTJSE 



(ATE gave the word, the arrow sped, 
And pierc’d my darling’s heart , 
And with him all the joys are fled 
Life can to me impart I 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour’d laid 
So fell the pride of all my hopes. 

My age’s future shade. 


The mother-linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ravish’d young , 

So I, for my lost darling’s sake, 
Lament the live-day long. 

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond, I bare my breast, 

0, do thou kindly la} mo hw 
With him I love, at rest ! 


* In a letter to Mrs Bunlop dated Manehline, 27t!i Sep- 
teiaiber, 1 788, Barns said “ I have Ju<st ani\ ed from Kitbe* 
dale, and will he here n furtinght. I was on feoraebaek this 
morning by three o'clock; for between my wife ami my 
farm is just forty six miles. As I Jogged on in the dark, I 
was taken with a poetic ht as toliow^ —Mrs, Fergusson of 
Cmigdarrocb's lamentation for the dG.itb <-1 her sun, an un- 
commonly promising youth «f eighteen oi iiuu teen \ e irs of 
age.^’ Allan Cuimingham quotes the Poet's lemark on a 
MS. copy of the Lament,” that he composed at paitly on 
Mrs* Fergttsson, and parth ** to the worthy patroness of my 
early niiknown Muse, Mrs Slenait of Afton -It has becm 
collated with anotlier cupy in Bums' nnting 
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BONIE LESLEY * 

TUNE — ^ THE COLLIER’S BONIE DOCHTBR ’ 

SAW ye bonie Lesley 
As gaed o’er the border ? 

She’s gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests farther. 

* The lady alluded to in this song was Miss Leslie BaiUie, 
daughter of Mr. Baillie of Ayrshire, afterwards Mrs. Cu- 
ming of Logie. Bums thus described the impression she 
made upon him, in a letter to Mr. George Lockhart, a mer- 
chant in Glasgow, from Mauchline, 18th July, 1788 : “ The 
Miss Baillies I have seen m Edinburgh ; ‘ Fair and lovely 
are Thy works, Lord God Almighty ! Who would not praise 
Thee for these Thy gifts in Thy goodness to the sons of men !’ 
It needed not youi fine taste to admire them I declare one 
day I had the honour of dmmg at Mr. Baillie’s, I was 
almost in the predicament of the children of Israel when 
they could not look on Moses’ face for the glory that shone 
in It, when he descended from Mount Smai.” He appeals 
to have met the ladies again about four years after, for 
he wrote to Mrs Dunlop from Annan Water Foot, 22nd 
August, 1792, ^Apropos, (though how it is apropost I have 
not leisure to explain,) do you know that I am almost m 
love with an acquaintance of yours ? — Almost I said I — I am 
in love, souse I over head and ears, deep as the mostr un- 
fathomable abyss of the boundless ocean, but the word, 
Love, owing to the mtermingledoms of the good and the bad, 
the pure and the impure, in this world, being rather an 
equivocal term for expiessing one’s sentiments, and sensa- 
tions, I must do justice to the sacred purity of my attach- 
ment. Enow then, that the heart-struck awe ; the distant 
humble approach; the delight we should have in gazing 
upon and listening to a messenger of Heaven, appearing in 
all the unspotted punty of his celestial home, among the 
coarse, polluted, far inferior sons of men, to deliver to them 
tidings that make their hearts swim m joy, and theirimagina- 
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To see her is to lo^o her. 

And love but her for ever , 

For Nature made her what she is. 

And ne’er made sic anither ! 

Thou art a queen, Fair Lesley, 

Thy subjects we, before thee . 

Thou art divine, Fair Lesley, 

The hearts o’ men adoie thee. 

The Deii he could na scaith thee, 

Or aught that wad belang thee ; 

tions soar m tiansport — snob, so delighting, and so pure, 
were the emotions of my soul on meeting the other day with 

Miss L , >our neighbour, at M — . Sir. B. 

with his two daughters, aceompamed by Mi. H of G. pass- 
ing thiough Bumfiies a lew dajs ago, on their way to Eng- 
land, did me the honour of tailing on me , on which I took 
my horse (though God knows I could ill spare the time), 
and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and dined 
and spent the day with them *Twas about nine, I tbmk, 
when 1 left them, and nding home, I fompo&ed the follow- 
ing ballad, of which jou will piobably think j-ou have a 
dear bargain, as it w ill cost 5 ou another groat of postage. 
Ton must know that there is an old ballad begmnmg with 

hly borne Lime BoiUie 
ril row thee in my plaidie, &c. 

So I parodied it as follows, w*hich is literally the first copy, 

* nnanomted, nnaneled,’ as Hamlet says.” 

To Mr. Thomson, Burns said, on sending him this song 
in December following, ** I have just been looking over the 

* Collier’s bonny Dochter,’ and it the following rhapsody, 

which I composed the other day, on a charming Ayrshire 
girl. Miss , as she passed through this plat e to Eng- 

land, will suit \our taste better than the ‘ Collier Lassie,* i«dl 
on and welcome ” 

Miss Ledie Baillie was al«o the heroine of another of hia* 
songs, " Blithe hae I been on yon hill.” 

VOL. Ill* H 
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He^d look into thy home face. 

And say, I canna 'wrang thee/ 

The Powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha’na steer thee ; 
Thou’rt like themselves sae lovely, 
That ill they’ll ne’er let near thee. 

Return a^ain. Fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 

That we may brag, we hae a lass 
There’s nane again sae bonie. 


AMANG THE TREES * 

TONE — *• THE KING OP PKANOB, HE BABE A RACE.’ 

^^ji^^MANG the trees where humming bees 
At buds and flowers were hinging, 0 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone. 

And to her pipe was singing ; 0 
^Twas Pibroch, Sang, Strathspey, or Reels, 

She dirl’d them aff fu’ clearly, 0 
When there cam a yell o’ foreign squeels, 

That dang her tapsalteerie, 0 — 

Their capon craws and queer ha ha’s, 

They made our lugs grow eerie ^ 0 

* Tbia aong, which was printed by Cromek, has been col- 
lated With a copy in the Poet’s autograph* It occurs neither 
^in Johnson’s nor in Thomson’s Collection, and the date of 
Its composition is uacertaiiu 
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The hungry bike did scrape and pike 
Till we were wae and weary . 0 — 

But a royal ghaist wha anee was cas’d 
A prisoner aughteen year awa, 

He fir’d a fiddler in the north 
That dang them tapsalteerie, 0. 


WHEN FIRST I CAME TO STEWxiET KYLE * 

TUNE— ^ I HAB A HOESC AKD I HAD NAD MAIR.* 

fii'sfc I came to Stewart K)le, 

My mind it was na steady^ 
Where’er I gaed, wheie’er I rade, 

A mistress still I had aye; 

But when I came roim’ by Mauchhno town, 
Not dreadin’ onie body, 

My heart was caught before I thought, 

And by a Maucldiae lady. 


These verses occur among the Poet’s Memoranda, In 
August, 1785, The *‘MAuchline lady” was says Alli^ 
Cunningham, Jean Armour ; and he relates the maimer In 
w hiuh Burns hrst attracted her attention. 
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ON SENSIBILITY/'^ 

TO MY DEAE AND MUCH HOMOXTEEB EEIBNB, 
MES. DXI3S:L0P, OE DUNLOP* 

AIR— ‘ SENSIBILITY ^ 

S ensibility, how eharmmg, 

Thou, my friend, cans! truly tell , 
But distress, with horrors arming, 
Thou hast also known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray . 

Let the blast sweep o’er the valley. 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm the foiest. 
Telling o’er his little joys , 

Hapless bird ^ a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the skies. 


• Ml. Allan Cunningham has printed two versions^(vide 
vol. 111 . 251, IV 198,) of this song, without noticing that 
they aie in fact the same. The following, addiessed to Mrs. 
Dunlop, occurs in Thomson’s’ Collection (in. 36). The 
other, m which the only variation is that the second line 
stands thus, 

“ Dearest Nancy I thou canst tell , ” 

is given in Johnson’s Museum, ii. 329. "In our lyrical 
legends, the heroine of this song,” says Mr. Allan Cunning- 
<^hat», " IS said to be the fair Clarinda. The similarity of the 
name, perhaps, has aided in this belief.” 
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Dearly bought the hidden treasure 
Finer feelings can bestow ; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 


MONTGOMERIE’S fEGGY.^' 


TUNE— ^ OALLA WATER,’ 

LTHO’ my bed were in yon muir, 
Amang the heather, in my plaidie, 
Yet happy, htoppy would I be, 

Had I my dear Montgomerie’s Peggy. 

* Tlie name of the fair lass celebr.ateti in this song, as 
well as in “ Bonie Peggy Alison,” (ante,) and in “ Now 
westlin winds and slaught’diig gnns,” (ante,) has not trans- 
pired, unless it were indeed Margatet Alison. She was the 
“My dear E.” of several letters WTitten al>oiit the yearl7B2, 
professing the most ardent attaeliment; but she refused to 
marry him, alleging that she was engaged to another. 
Burns himself has, however, left an account of this affair, 
and of these verses, in his piivale memoranda dated Sep- 
tember, 1785; 

“ The following fragment is done something in imitation 
of the manner of a noble old Scottish piece, called ‘ 
lan’a Peggy,’ sings to the tune of * Galla Water.’ My 
* Montgomerie’>s Peggy,’ W'as my deity for six or eight 
months. She had been bred (though, as the world says,, 
without any jitst pretence to itA in a stjle of life rather 
elegant,— but, as Vanbrugh says in ore of bis comedieM, 

‘ My d — d star found me out,' there too; for though I began 
the affHir merely in a gaiete de emu r, or to ttdl the truth, 
which will scarcely be believed, a vanity of shewing my 
parts in courtship, particularly my abilities at a billet-douK, 
which I always piqued myself npm, made me Jay siege to 
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When o’er the hill beat surly storms, 

And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 
Td seek some dell, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomerie’s Peggy. 


her, and as I always do m my foolish gallantries, I had bat- 
tered myself into a very warm affection for her, she told me 
one day in a flag of truce that her fortress had been for some 
time before the nghtfjil pioperty of another; but with the 
greatest fnendship and politeness, she offered me every 
alliance except actual possession I found out afterwards* 
that what she told me of a pre-engagement was really true ; 
but it cost me some heait-aches to get iid of the affair, I 
have even tried to imitate in this extempore thing that irre- 
gularity in the rhyme, which, when judiciously done, has 
such a fine effect on the ear ” There can be little doubt that 
** Peggy” was the peison alluded to m Bums’ autobio- 
graphical sketch, which fixes the date of the letters and song 
to the year 1781, or early in 1782 “ My twenty-third year 
was to me an important era — The clouds of misfortune were 
thick round my father’s head j and what was worst of all, 
he was visibly far gone in a consumption, and to crown my 
distresses, a belle fille whom I adoied, and who had jiledged 
her soul to meet me in the field of matrimony, jilted me with > 
peculiar cncumstances of mortification ” Burns was scarcely 
justified in saying she had pledged herself to many him, or 
that he was jilted by her. In his last letter to her except 
one, he earnestly requested her ** soon either to put an end 
to my hopes by a peremptory refusal, or cure me of my fears 
by a generous consent.” She appears to have complied by 
informing him she was engaged to another, and his answer 
to her refusal was creditable to his feelings ** 

** I ought m good manners to have acknowledged the 
receipt of your letter before this time, but my heart was so 
shocked with the contents of it, that I can scarcely yet col- 
lect my thoughts so as to write to you on the subject, I 
W01 not attempt to descnbe whatT felt on receiving your 
letter. I read it over and over, again and again , and though 
it was in the politest language of refusal, still it was pe- 
remptoiy. * you were soiry you could not make me a return, 
bfft you wish me ’ what, without you, I never can obtain, 
‘you wish me all kind of happiness,’ It would be -wealr 
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Were I a Baron proud and high, 

And horse and servants waiting ready, 
Then a^ ^twad gie o’ joy to me, 

The sharm’t wi’ Montgomerie’s Peggy. 


and unmantj’' to say, that without yon I never can be happy ; 
^bnt, sure I am that sharing life with you would have given 
it a relish, that, wanting you, I neter can taste. Your 
uncommon personal advantages, and your superior good 
sense, do not so much strike me, these, possibly, in a 
few instances, may be met with in others j but that amiable 
goodness, that tendei feminine softness, that endeanng 
sweetness of disposition, with all the charming offspnng of 
a waim feeling heart— these I never again expect to meet 
with m such a degree m this world. All these charming 
qualities, heightened by an education much beyond anything 
I have ever met with in any woman I ever dared to approach, 
have made an impression on my heart that I do not think 
the world can ever efface. My imagination had fondly flat- 
tered itself with a wish, I dare not say it ever reached a 
hope, that possibly I might one day call you mine. 1 had 
formed the most delightful images, and my fancy fondly 
brooded over them j but now I am wretched for the loss of 
what I really had no right to expect I must now think 
no more of you as a mistress , still I presume to ask to be ad- 
mitted as a friend As such I wish to be allowed to w^ait 
on you; and as I expect to remove in a few days a little 
farther off, and you, I suppose, will perhaps soon leave this 
place, I wish to see y^^ou or hear from y ou soon ; and if an 
expression should perhaps escape me rather too warm for 
friendship, I hope you will pardon it in, my dear Miss — , 
(pardon me the dear expression for once).” 
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ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 

The following song, which occurs in Thomson’s Collection, 
IS founded on one by Allan Eamsay 

N a bank of flowers, in a summer day 
Fo:^ summer lightly drest, 

The youthful blooming NeUy lay, 
With love and sleep opprest ; 

When Willie, wandVing thro’ the wood, 

Who for her favour oft had sued ; 

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d. 
And trembled where he stood. 

Her closed eyes, like weapons sheath’d, 

Were seal’d in soft repose ; 

Her lips, still as she fragrant breath’d, 

It richer dy’d the rose. 

The springing lilies sweetly prest. 
Wild-wanton kiss’d her rival breast ; 

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d, 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Her robes, light waving in the breeze, 

Her tender limbs embrace 1 
Her lovely form, her native ease, 

All harmony and grace I 

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering ardent kiss he stole ; 

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d, 
And sigh’d his very soul. 




OF BTTRNS, 


105 


As flies the partridge from the brake 
On fear-inspired wings ; 

Nolly, starting, half awake, 

Away affrighted springs i 

But Willie follow’d — as he should, 

He oyertook her in the wood . 

He vow’d, he pray’d, he found the maid 
Forgiving ail, and good 


0 RAGING FORTUNE’S WITHERING 
BLAST ^ 

B RAGING fortune’s vrithenng blast 
Has laid m3 leaf full low ! 0 
0 raging fortune’s withering blast 
Hus laid my leaf full low ! 0. 

My stem w^as fliir, my bud w'as green, 

M3 blossom sweet did blow" ; 0 
The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild, 

, And made m}* branches giw ; 0 . 

ThJa song was wntten towards tbe end nf wlivn 
hi8 mmd was cloiidud with melancholy Under the date of 
?ieptember, 1785, he sajs, with leforence to that gloomy 
period, ** ’Twms at the same time I set about eomposnig an 
air in the old S« oteh stylo I am not nniHical scholar enough 
to point dowm my tune properh, so it can never see the 
light, and perhaps ’tis no great mattei, but the following 
were the verses I compobod to it. The tune consisted of 
three parts, so that the above verses just went through the 
whole air*” 
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Ye lofty Banlcs that Evan bound. 

Ye lavish woods that wave around, 

And o’er the stream your shadows throw, 
■\niich sweetly winds so far below ; 

What secret charm to momVy brings, 

All that on Evan’s border springs ! 

^5weet Banks ! yc bloom by Mary’s side : 

Blest stream ! she views theefhaste to Clyde. 

Can all the wealth of India’s coast 
Atone for years in absence lost ! 

Return, yc moments of delight, 

With richer treasures bless my sight ! 

Swift from this desert let mo part., 

And fly to meet a kindred heart I 

Nor more may aught my steps di\ide 

From that dear stream which flows to Cl}de ! 


WOMEN’S MINDS* 


TUNE—* FOR A’ THAT.’ 



HO’ women’s minds like winter winds 
May shift and turn, and a’ that, 
The noblest breast adores them maiat, 
A consequence I draw that. 


* This song occurs m the Musical Museum, p. SOO, m^h 
Bums* name. 
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For that, and a’ that, 

And twice as meikle’s a’ that, 

The home lass that I loe best 
She’ll be my ain for a^ that. 

Great love I bear to all the fair, 

Their humble slave, and a’ that ; 

But lordly wiU, I hold it still 
A mortal sin To thraw that 
For a’ that, &c 

But there is ane aboon the lave. 

Has wit, and sense, and a’ that ; 

A bonie lass, I like her best, 

And wha a crime dare ca’ that ? * 

For a’ that, &c 

In rapture sweet this hour wo meet, 

Wi’ mutual love and a’ that ; 

But for how lang the flie may stang, 

Let inclination law that. 

For a’ that, &c. 

Their trielcs and craft hae put me daft. 
They’ve ta’en me in, and a’ that , 

But clear your decks, and here’s ^The Sex M 
1 like the jades for a’ that. 

For a’ that, &c. 

* Tbis verse is emitted in the Musical Museum. 
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TO MARY IN HEAVEN.^ 

TONJD-~*MI6S FOKBES* FAEEWELL XO BA^F1; * 

HOU lingering star, with lessening la}, 
That lov’st to gre# the early morn, 
Again thou usher’st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

Mary Campbell, the subject of thebe exquisite hues has 
been already noticed, ante. They were written on one of 
the anniversaries of hei death, under the circumstances thus 
related by Mrs. Bums * Having spent the day which pre- 
ceded the anniveisaiy of Marj’s death in the harvest field, 
in his usual spirits, he became gluomj and reserved towaids 
evening, when he went into the bara*jaid, and refused to 
come into the house. Having walked backwaids and foi- 
waids for some time, looking at the sky, ho thiew Iimisclf 
upon some com sheaves, with hib eje fixed oil a star of 
peculiar brightness. It was then nmliaght, and on his 
entering the house, he committed this exquisite song to 
paper, which ought not to be sepaiated fioni the following 
passage in his letter to Mis. Dunlop, 13th December, 1789 . 

What is man I to-day in the luxuriance of health, ex- 
ulting in the enjoyment of existence; m a few da^^s, iierhaps 
in a few hours, loaded with conscious pamful king, counting 
the Iingeiing moments by the repereussioiia 

of anguish, and refusing or denied a comfoiter. Day follows 
night, and night come*i after day,onI> to cuise him -with life 
which gives him no plcasuie , and yet the awful, dark ter- 
qiinatian of that bte is something at which he recoils. 

Tell US, je dead ; will none of you in pity 
Di8<*lo8e the secret — 

What *tis you are, and we must shoitlj beJ 

’tis no matter, 

A little time will make ns Icarn'd as you art. 

" Can It be possible, that when I resign this frail, ftvenab 
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0 Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 

Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ^ 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 

That sacred hour can I forget? 

Can I forget the hallowed grove, 

Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one (my of parting love ? 

being, I shall still find myself in conscious existence ! When 
the last gasp of agony has announced that I am no moie to 
those that knew me, and the few who loved me , when the 
cold, stiffen’d, unconscious, ghastly coise is lesigned into 
the earth, to be the prey of unsightly leptiles, and to become 
in time a trodden clod, shall I yet be warm in life, seeing 
and seen, enjoying and enjoyed^ Ye veneiable sages and 
holy flamens, is tUeie piobability in your conjectures, truth 
m yoiu stones, of another world beyond death ; oi are they 
all alike, baseless visions, and fabi mated fables? If theie is 
another life, it must be only foi the just, the benevolent, the 
amiable, and the humane. What a fiattenng idea, then, is 
the woild to come I Would to God I as firmly believed it, as 
I ardently wish it I There I should meet an aged parent, 
now at rest from the many buffetings of an evil world, 
against which he so long and so bravely struggled There 
should I meet the friend, the disinterested friend of my early 
life; the man who rejoiced to see me, because he loved me, 

and could serve me. Muir I thy weaknesses were the 

aberrations of human nature, but thy heart glowed *with 
everything generous, manly, and noble; and if ever ema* 
nation from the All-good Being animated a human form, it | 
wm thmel — There should I, with speechless agony of rap- 
ture, again recognize my lost, my ever dear Maryl whose 
bosom was fraught with truth, honour, constancy, and love. 

Hy Mary, dear departed shade I 
Where is thy place of heavenly rest? 

Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast?” 

The variations are from a copy in the Poet’s own hand. 
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Eternity wilP not efface 
Those records dear of transports past ; 

Thy imago at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last ! 

Ayr gurgling kiss’d his pebbled shore> 

O’erhung wth wild woods, ihick’nmg green ; 
Th^ fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin’d am’rous round the raptur’d scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on ev’ry spray, 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaim’d the speed of winged day. 

Still o’er these scenes my meni’ry walces, 

And fondly broods with miser care I 
Time but the impression deeper makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear departed shade I 
Where is thy blissful place of*"* rest ? 

^est thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast? 


TO MARY/ 



OtJLD aught of song declare my pains, 
Could artful numbers nio\o thee, 
The Muse should tell, in labour’d 
strains, 

0 Mary, how I love thee I 


Ta». ^ can. * stronger ® place of heavenly. 

This song Is inserted m Johnson’s Museum, with 
name of Boms attached to It. 
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They who but feign a wounded heart 
May teach the lyre to languish ; 

But what avails the pride of art, 

When wastes the soul with anguish ? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 
The heart-felt pang discover. 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

0 read th^iinploring lover ! 

For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art^s gay disguising ; 

Beyond what fancy e’er refin’d, 

The voice of nature prizing. 


0 LEAVE NOVELS. 

LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline belles,* 
Ye’re safer at your spinning wheel ; 
Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Rob Mossgiel. 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 

They make your youthful fancies reel, 

They heat your brains, and fire your veins. 

And then you’re prey for Rob Mossgiel, 

♦ Th« MauonHne belles, Bums elsewhere says, (post, p 
118,) were Miss Milier, Miss Markland, Miss Smith, Miss 
<getty ' — — , Miss Morton, and Jane Armour, These verses 
were written before his marnage. 
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Beware a tongue that’s smoothly hung ; 

A heart that warmly seems to feel ; 
That feeling heart hut acts a part, 

’Tis rakish art in Bob MossgieL 

The frank address, the soft caress, 

Are worse than poison’d darts of steeh 
The frank address, and polit|Sse, 

Are all finesse in Bob Mossgicl. 


ADDRESS TO GENERAL DUMOUEIER.* 

A PABODY ON BOBIN ADAIB. 

welcome to Despots, Dumourier 5 
You’re welcome to Despots, Dumourier ; 
How does Darapicre do? 

Aye, and Bournon\ille too? 

Why did they not come along with you, Dumourier ? 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier, 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier : 

I will fight France with you, 

I will take my chance with you ; 

By my soul 111 dance a dance with you, Dumourier. 

Allan Cunningham says that Burns was one day in the 
King’s Ams Inn, at Dumfries, when he overheard a stranger 
•vindicating the defection of General Dumouner from the 
french army, on which he composed thche lines, a copy 0?^ 
which exists in the Poet’s hand. It is printed m Orotnek’s 
Belwittes. 

ton. m. 
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Then let us fight about, Dumouner ; 

Then let us fight about, Dumouner ; 

Then let us fight about. 

Till freedom’s spark is out, 

Then we’H be damn’d no doubt — Dumourien 


SWEETEST MAY.^ 

§M|^MWEETEST May, let love inspire thee; 

Take a heart which he designs thee ; 
As thy constant slave regard it ; 

For its faith and truth reward it. 

Proof o’ shot to birth or money, 

Not the wealthy, but the home ; 

Not high-born, but noble-minded, 

In love’s silken band can bind it ! 


ONE NIGHT AS I DID'WANDEB.t 

TUNE—* JOHN ANDERSON MT JO.’ 

NE night as I did wander, 

When corn begins to shoot, 

I sat me down to ponder, 

Upon an auld tree root ; 

* This occurs with Burns’ name in Johnson’s Mus^eaS 
r Museum, ih. 578. 

t This song occurs among Burns’ Memoranda m August, 
17S5, and is printed In Cromek’s Eehques. 
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Auld Ayre ran by before me, 
And bicker’d to the seas ; 

A cushat erooded o’er me 
That echoed thro^ the braes. 


THE WINTER IT IS PAST,«^ 

A 3?BAeMBKT. 

Winter it is past, and the simmer 
comes* at last, 

ind the small birds sing on every 
tree j 

Now every thing is glad, while I am very sad,® 
Since my true love is parted from me.^ 



Var. * the summer’^ como. 

® The beaits of the'se are glad, but mine is very sad* 
® For my true lover has parted from me. 

*■ This song was first published in the Musical Muaeum, 
p* 208, with the venations and additions here pointed 
but Burns’ name was not attached to it. It also occurs as 
it stands in the tejcl in Thomson’s Collection, vol, vi, p* 50, 
where It is expressly said to hate been wntten by him. The 
text also agrees with a copy m the Poet’s own hand, with 
which it has been collated.* Mr. Allan Cunningham has 
mot included these verges in his edition ; and Uilbert B«rn«i, 
in a letter to Cromeh, m Febraaiy, 1809, after the pnbh* 
cation of the ** Eeliques,” speaking of this fragment, says it 
was not written fey his brother, but well I recollect my 
mother singing it, when I was a little boy.” 
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The rose upon the brier by the waters running clear, 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee ; 
Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts 
at rest, 

But my true love is parted from me.^ 


FRAGMENT* 

ER flowing locks, the raven’s wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing j 
How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her ! 

Her lips are roses wet wi’ dew ! 

0, what a feast her bonie mou ! 

Her cheeks a mair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner I 

Vas. * But my lovei is parted from me. 

My love IS hke the sun in the firmament does run. 

For ever is constant and true , 

But his IS hke the moon that wanders up and down, 
And every month it is new. 

All you that are m love and cannot it remove, 

1 pity the pains you endure ; 

For expeneace makes me know that your hearts are 
full of woe. 

And woe that no mortal can cure. 

This fragment was found among the Poet’s papers, and 
was first printed by Cromek. Allan Cunningham says these 
verses were composed in consequence of Burns seeing a 
beautiful >ouag lady ride up to the mn at Ayr, and order 
some refreshments for her servants. 
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THE CilEVALlEirS LAMENT.* 

TUJIL— ‘CirTAIit 0*KJ.AN.’ 

HE small birds rojoiec in the gret*ii 
leases icturnmg. 

The murmuring streamlet winds 
clear thro’ thu vale ; 

The hawthoin trees blow^ in the dew^s of the 
morning, 

And wild scatter'd cowslips bedeck the green 
dale ; 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem lair, 

Wide the imgeiiiig moincnls are numbeiM by 
care ? 

No dowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly 
singing,- 

Can sooth the sad bosom of jo}ie»ss despair. 

VvR * Tlio piiraroscb blu^h. 

No birds sweetly smgiiig, Jior flowers gaily springing. 

♦ In a letter from Burris to Mr. Bobert Cloghorn, dated 
Mauthhae, 31st Man li, 1788, he sajs, Yesterday, dear 
sir, as I was tiding through a track of inelaneUuJy, jobless 
amirs, between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being feunday, 
I turned my tlioughts to psalms and mris, and sphitual 
songs? and your favouute air, * Captain O'Kean,’ coming 
at length in my head, I tued tliese words to it. Tou will 
see that the fust pait of the tune must bo rfc'peat«4. I am 
tolerably pleased with these verses, but as I have only a 
sketch of the tune, 1 leave it with yoa to tiy if they suit the 
measure of the music.” 

The first two stanzas have Iwen collated with a copy in 
the Feet’s autograph. ** These adinnablo stiiua^^/ sav-i 
Thomson, ** are supposed to bo spoken bv the 3 oung Prince 
Charles Edward, when wandering m the Il*ghlanda of boot- 
land, after his fatal defeat at CuBoden.” 
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deed that I dar’d could it merit their malice, 
King or a Father to place on his throne? 
right are these hills, and his right are these 
Talleys, 

inhere the wild beasts find shelter, but^ I oan 
find none. 

’tis not my sufferings thus wretched, forlorn, 
ly bravo g^ant friends, ^tis your rum I mourn 
T deeds prov’d so loyal in hot bloody trial, 

Jas ! can I make you no sweeter^ return ? 


THE BELLES OF MAUGHLINE.^ 

TUNE — ^‘BONIE DUNDEE.* 

N Mauchline there dwells six proper 
young Belles, 

The pride of the place and its neigh- 
bourhood a’, 
ir carnage and dress, a stranger would guess, 
Q London or Paris they’d gotten it a’ : 

s Miller is fine. Miss Markland’s divine, 
liss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw ; 
re’s beauty and fortune to got wi^ Miss Morton, 
kUt Armour’s^ the jewel for me o’ them a’. 

Yae* ® ttiougb. better. 

Tins was one of Burns* early productious. — ^Misa Armour 
me Mrs. Borns. 
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flERE^S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT^B 

AWA.^ 

KRE’S a health to them that^s awa, 
Hore’« a health them that s awa ; 
And wlia wiiina wibh guid luek to our 
cauhe, 

May never guid luck be their fa’ ! 

It’s guid to be meiry and wise, 

It’s guid to be honest and triu', 

It’s guid to sujiport Caledonia’s cause, 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to them that s awa, 

Here’s a health to Charlie t the chief o’ the dan, 
Altho’ that his band bo sma’. 

May libel ty meet wi’ success I 
May prudence protect her fine evil I 
May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist, 

And wander their way to the devil 1 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to Tammie,t the Norland laddie, 
That lives at the lug o’ the law ! 

* Tins song, wIikIi is in Crumek’s Rulifjues, bas been 
coUat^d with a copy m thus Fuct’s writing, 
t Oharles Fo2w. t Thomas Erskine* 
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Here’s freedom to him that wad read, 

Here’s freedom to him that wad write ! 

There’s nane ever fear’d that the truth should be 
heard, 

But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Hero’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s Chieftain McLeod,* a Chieftain worth gowd, 
Tho’ bred amang Oaountains o’ snaw ! 


I’M OWRE YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 



AM my mammie’s ae bairn, 

Wi’ unco folk I weary, Sir ; 

And lying in a man’s bed, 

I’m fley’d wad mak me eerie, Sir 


CHOEIJS. 

I’m owre young, I’m owre young, 

I’m owre young to marry yet ; 

I’m owre young, ’twad be a sin 
To tak me frae my mammie yet. 

M^Eeod, CMef of that clan. 

^ Sanaa says, the choms of this song is old, the rest of it, 
each as it is, is mine. 
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/My mammie coft mo a Dew gown, 

The kirk maun hue the gracing o’t ; 

Were I to lie wF you, kind Sir, 

I’m fear’d ye’d spoil the lacing o\ 
I’m owe young, &c. 

Hallowunas is come and gane, 

The nights arc lang m winter, Sir ; 

And you an’ I in ae bod, 

la troth I dare aa venture, Sir. 

I’m owe young, &c. 

Fu’ loud and shnll the frosty wind 
Blaws tlu'o’ the leafless timmer, Sir , 

But if yc come this gate again, 

I’ll aulder be gin simmer, Sir. 

I’m owro young, <fec. 


DAMON AND SYLVIA. 

TUNE— *rHl3 TITUEK MORN, AS I10UU>RS«.’ 

wand’ring rfll, that marks the hill, 
And glances o\t the brae. Sir : 
Slides by a bower where monica flower 
Sheds fragrance on the day, Sir.. 

There Damon lay, \rith. Sylvia gay : 

To love they thought nao crime, Sir ; 

The wild-birds sang, the echoes rang. 

While Damon’s heart beat time, Sir* 
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MY LADY'S GOWN THERE'S GAIRS UPON'T. 


CHOETJS. 



Y lady's gown there's gairs upon'ty* 
Ani^gowden flowers sae rare upon't ; 
But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet. 

My lord thinks muckle mair upnn’t. 


My lord a-hunting he is gane, 

But hounds or hawks wi' him are nane, 
By Cohn’s cottage lies his game, 

If Colin's Jenny be at hame» 

My lady's gown, (fee. 

My lady’s white, my lady's red, 

And kith and km o' CassiUis' blude, 

But her ten-pund lands o' tocher guid 
Were a’ the charms his lordship lo'ed. 
My lady’s gown, &c. 


Out o’er yon muir, out o’er yon moss, 
Whare gor-cocks thro' the heather pass, 
There wons auld Colin's bonie lass, 

A lily in a wilderness. 

My lady's gown, &e. 

Sae sweetly move her genty limbs, 

Like music notes o' lover’s hymns : 

The diamond dew in her een sae blue. 
Where laughing love sae wanton swims. 
My lady's gown, 
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My lady’s dink, my lady’s diest, 
The flower and fancy o’ the west ; 
But the lassie that a man lo’es best, 
0 that’s the lass to make him blest. 
My lady’s gown, &e» 


0 AY MY WIFE SHE DANG ME,* 

CHOJtUS. 

■ AY my wife she dung me, 

An’ aft my wife did bang me , 

If ye gio a woman a’ her will, 

Guid faith she’ll soon o’ergang ye. 

On peace and rest my mind was bent, 

And fool I w^as I marry’d ; 

But never honest man’s intent 
As cursedly misearry’d. 

Some saine comfort still at last. 

When a’ thir days are done, man, 

My pains o’ hell on earth is past, 

I’m sure o’ bliss aboon, man, 

0 ay my wife, &c. 

Tins song occurs m Jolmsou^s Mascum, 4ud is thcro 
attributed to Bums 



124 


THE SONGS 


THE BANKS OF NITH * 

A BALLAD. 

0 thee, Wd Nith, thy gladsome plains, 
Where late wi’ careless thought I ^ 

Though prost wi’ care and sunk in woe, 
To thee I bring a heart unchanged, 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes, 

Tho’ mem’ry there my bosom tear , ^ 

For there he rov’d that brake my heart, 

Yet to that heart, ah, still how dear I ^ 



BONIE PEG.t 

B I came m by our gate end, 

As day was waxin’ weary, 

O wha came tripping down the street, 
But bonie Peg, my dearie I 

Vab. * Tho’ there Remembrance wake the teai. 

* still only dear. 

— - fondly — 

* This song occurs m Thomson’s Collection^ (vol. vi. p, 
62,) but it IS there addressed to the Dee, instead of the Mih 
There are some other variations, and a second verse is added 
by another writer. The venations here given are from a 
copy In the Poet’s own hand* It was printed by Cromek as 
H stands m the text 

^ This song was first published in the Edinburgh Maga- 
zme for 1818. 
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Her air sae sweet, and shape complete, 
Wi’ nae proportion wanting, 

The Queen of Love did never move 
Wi’ motion mair enchanting, 

Wi’ linked hands, we took the sands 
A-down yon winding river ; 

And, oh ! that hour and broomy bower, 
Can I forget it ever ? 


0 LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, LASS.* 

CHOEIJS. 

LAY thy loof in mine, lass, 

In mine, lass, in mine, lass, 

And swear in thy white hand, lass, 
That thou wilt be my ain. 

A slave to love’s unbounded sway, 

Ho aft has wrought me meikle wae ; 

But now he is my deadly fao, 

Unless thou be my am. 

0 lay thy loof, 

This song IS insortod in tTohnson’s Museum vvith Bums* 
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There’s monie a lass has broke my rest, 
That for a blink I hae lo’ed best; 

But thou art Queen within my breast, 
For ever to remain. 

0 lay thy loof, &c. 


0 GUID ALE COMES.^ 

CHOET7S. 

GUID ale comes, and guid ale goes, 
Guid ale gars me sell my hose, 

Sell my hose, and pawm my shoon, 
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon, 

I had sax owsen in a pleugh, 

They drew a’ weel enough, 

I sell’d them a’ just ane by ane ; 

Guid ale keeps my heart aboon. 

Guid ale bauds me bare and busy, 

Gars me moop wi’ the servant hizzie, 
Stand i’ the stool when I hae done, 

Guid ale keeps my heart aboon* 

0 guid ale comes, 



♦ »ong, which occurs in Jofan8on*s Husical Mttseuto, 
“cormted by K. BurnV* hw been collated with a copy 
in tb« Eoet'*« own autograph. 



OP Etmus. 


127 


0 WHY THE DEUCE. 

EXIEHPOM. APKIl, 1783. 

® WHY the deuce should I repine. 

And be an ill foreboder ? 

I’m twenty-three, and jfive feet nine — 
I’ll go and be a sodger. 


I gat some gear wi" meikle eare, 

I held it weel thegither ; 

But now it’s ganc and something mair, 
rU go and be a sodger. 

* These lines, which were fonnd m a common-place book 
of the Poet’s, are indicative of hia state of mind when they 
were written. In a lettei to Miss Chalmers about Decem- 
ber, 1787, or January, 1788, he says, “1 have this moment 

got a hurt I fear I am something like— undone- 

hut I hope for the best Come, stubborn pnde and nn- 
ahrinking resolution I accompany me through this, to me, 
miserable world I You must not desert me. Your fnend- 
ship I think I can count on, though I should date my letter 
from'^a marching regiinent Early in life, and all my life, 
I reckoned on a recruiting drum as my forlorn hope. 
Seriously though, life at present presents me with bat a 
melancholy path : bat— my limb will soon be sound, and 
I shall struggle on.” 
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POLLY STEWART.^ 

iUNE — ^ TE’EE WELCOME, CHAELIE STEWART. 
CHOEUS. 

LOYELY Polly Stewart, 

0 charming Polly Stewart, 

There’s ne’er a flower that blooms in 
May, 

That’s half so fair as thou art. 

The flower it blaws, it fades, it fa’s, 

And art can ne’er renew it; 

But worth and truth eternal youth 
Will gie to Polly Stewart. 

May ho, whase arms shall fauld thy charms, 
Possess a leal and true heart ; 

To him be given to ken the heaven 
He grasps in Polly Stewart ! 

0 lovely, &c. 

This song is in Johnson’s Museum, with the name 
the author. 
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ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST * 

CHOKtTS. 

shure in hairst, 

& 1 share wi’ him, 

W ^ henk^ad I, 

Yet I stack by hun, 

I gaed up to Dunse, 

To warp a wab o’ plaiden, 

At his daddie’s yett, 

Wha met me but Robin. 

Was na Rohm bauld, 

Tho’ I was a cotter, 

Play’d me sie a tnck 
And me the oilers doehtor? 

Robin shure, Ac. 

Robin promis’d me 
A’ my winter vittle ; 

Pient haet he had but three 
Goose feathers and a whittle. 

Robin shure, &c. 

^ This song is la the Musical Museum, p. S62, with 
Bums* name to it. 


K 
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THE FIVE CARLINS.— AN ELECTION 
BALLAD. 

TUNE — ^CHEVr CHAOE.’ 

JiS-^^HERE were five Carlins in the s<juth, 
They fell upon a scheme, 

^ Lon’on town 
To bring us tidings hame. 

Not only bring us tidings hame, 

But do our errands there, 

And aiblms gowd and honour baith 
Might be that laddie’s share. 

* The “ Five Carlins” were the five boroughs of Dumfries- 
shire and Kircudbright, which sent one member to Parlia- 
ment. At the time to which the ballad refers they were 
strongly contested by Patnck Miller, of Dalswmton, sup- 
ported by the Duke of Queensberry and the Whigs, and Sir 
James Johnstone, of Westerhall, who was assisted by the 
Tones. Burns sent a copy of the ballad to Mr Graham, of 
Fintray, 9th December, 1789, saying, “ The election ballad, 
as you will see, alludes to the present canvass in our string 
of boroughs. I am too little a man to have any political at^ 
tachments, I am deeply indebted to, and have the warmest 
veneration for individuals of both parties, bnt a man who has 
it in his power to be the father of a country, and who........ 

IB a character that one cannot speak of with patience. Sir J. J. 
does what a man can do, but yet I doubt his fate.” The 
suppressed passage seems to have contained a severe reflec- 
JUon oil the Duke of Queensberry. Miller, however, succeeded, 
and Mr, Allan Cunningham has nrmted another ballad by 
Burns, at the close of the election. 
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There was Maggie* by the banks o’ Nith, 
A dame wi’ pride enough ; 

And Marjonef o’ the monie Loehs, 

A Carlin auld an’ teugh. 

And bhnkin BessJ o’ Annandaie, 

That dwells near Solway side, 

And whisky Jean§ that took her gill, 

In Galloway so wide. 

And auld black loan 1| frae Creighton peel, 
O’ gipsy kith an’ kin, 

Five wighter Carlins were na foun’ 

The south kintra within. 

To send a lad to Lon’on town 
They met upon a day, 

And monie a Knight and monie a I-aird, 
That errand fain would gae. 

0 ! monie a Knight and monie a Laird, 
This errand fain would gae ; 

But nae ane could their fancy please, 

0 1 ne’er a ane but twae. 

The first ane was a belted Knight, 

Bred o’ a border clan. 

An’ he wad gae to Lon’on towm, 

Might nae man him withatan’. 

* Dumfries. f Lochmaben* J Auuaa* 

§ Kiicuabright. | Sant^ubar. 
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And he wad do their errands weel, 

And meikle he wad say, 

And ilka ane at London court 
Wad bid to him guid day. 

Then neist came in a sodger youth, 

And spak wi’ modest grace. 

An’ he wad gae to Lon’on town. 

If sae their fileasure was. 

He wad na hecht them courtly gift, 

Nor meikle speech pretend ; 

But he wad hecht an honest heart 
Wad ne’er desert his friend. 

Now wham to choose and wham refuse ; 
To strife thae Carlins fell ; 

For some had gentle folk to please, 

And some wad please themsel. 

Then out spak mim-mou’d, Meg o’ Nith, 
An’ she spak out wi’ pride, 

An’ she wad send the sodger youth 
Whatever might betide. 

For the auld guidman o’ Lon’on court 
She didna care a pm, 

But she wad send the sodger youth 
To greet his eldest son. 

Then up sprang Bess o’ Annandale : 

A deadly aith she’s ta’en, 

That she wad vote the border Knight, 
Tho’ she should vote her lane. 
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For far aff fowls hae feathers fair, 

An" fools o’ change are fain : 

But I hae tried the border Knight, 
rU try him yet again. 

Says auld black Joan frae Creighton peel, 

A Carlin stoor and grim, 

The auld guidman or young guidman, 

For me may sink or swum I 

For fools may prate o’ right and wrang, 
While knaves laugh them to scorn : 

But the sodgcr’s friends hac blawn the best 
Sae he shall bear the horn. 

Then whisky Jean spak o’er hor drink, 

Ye weel ken kimmers a* 

The auld guidman o’ Lon’on court, 

His back’s been at the wa’. 

And monio a friend that kiss’d his caup, 

Is now* a frammit wight ; 

But it’s ne’er sae wi’ w^hisky Jean,— 

Well send the border Knight. 

TJien slow raise Marjorie o* the Whs, 

And wrinkled was her brow ; 

Her ancient weed w^as russet gray, 

Her auld Scots blmd was true. 

There’s some great ftjiks set light by me, 

I set as light by tliem ; 

But I will send to Lonon fowm, 

Wha I lo’e best at hame. 



184 


THE SOHGS 


So how this weighty plea will end^ 
Nae mortal wight can tell , 

God grant the King and ilka man 
May look weel to himseF ! 


THE DEUK^S ’DANG O’ER MY DADDIE. 

bairns gat out wi’ an unco shout, 
The deuk’s dang o’er my daddie, 0 ! 
le fient ma care, quo’ the feirie auld 
wife, 

He was but a paidlin body, 0 * 

He paidies out, and he paidles in, 

An’ he paidles late and early, 0 , 

This seven lang years I hae lion by his side, 
An’ he is but a fusionless carlie, 0, 

0 baud your tongue, my feine auld wife, 

0 haud your tongue now, Nansie, 0 : 

Fve seen the day, and sae hae ye, 

Ye wadna been sae donsie, 0 : 

I’ve seen the day ye butter’d my brose, 

And cuddl’d me late and earlie, 0 ; 

But downa do’s come o’er me now, 

And, oh, I tind it sairly, 0 1 




THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME ^ 


HEN Janiiar’ wind was blawing eaiild, 
As to the noitli I took ni} \\ay 
The mirksome nighrdid me enthuld, 

I knew na wheic to lodge till da} 

By m} good luck a maul I met. 

Just m the middle o' m} eaio, 

And kindly she did me m\ile 
To walk into a chamber lair 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid. 

And thank’d her for her coiutcsie;, 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And bade her mak a bed to ni@. 

She made the bed baith laige and wide 
Wi’ twa white haadB she sprejrf 
She put the cup to her rosy bps 
An dfipS, ' Young now ^ 
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She snatch’d the candle in her hand. 
And frae my chamber went wi’ speed 

3ut I call’d her quickly back again 
To lay some mair below my head. 

A cod she laid below my head, 

And served me wi’ due respect ; 

And to salute hgr wi’ a kiss, 

I put my arras about her neck. 

' Hand aif your hands, young man,’ she 
^ And dinna sae uncivil be : 

If ye hae onie love for me, 

0 wrang na my virginitie !’ 
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I xslasp’d her waist, and kiss’d her syne, 
While the tear stood twinklin in her ee; 

I said, ^ My lassie, dinna ciy, 

For ye ay shall mak the bed to me/ 

She took her mither’s Holland sheets, 

And made them a’ in sarks to me ; 

Blythe and merry may she be 
The lass that made the bed to me* 

The bonie lass made the bed to me, 

The braw lass made the bed to me 

I’ll ne’er forget till the day I die, 

The lass that made the bed to me ! 


THE UNION*^ 

tUHE— * SOCK A PABCrj* OP ROGOOS JS A NATION.* 

AREWEEL to a’ our Scottish fame, 
Fareweel our ancient glory ! 
Fareweel even to the Scottish name, 
Sae fam’d ^ in martial story I 
Now Sark rins o’er the Solway sands, 

And Tweed rins to the ocean, 

To mark where England’s province stands ; 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation* 

Tar. * ketid# 

* Tbi$ sfong oecars jn JfolinsoB’s Museam, hiat Nitboat 
Bams* name. This copy has been collated with oat i» his 
aatogmph* 
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What guile or force ^could not subdue, 
Through many warlike ages, 

Is wrought now by a coward few, 

For hireling traitors’ wages. 

The Engl sh steel we could disdain, 
Secure in valoui’s station, 

But English gold has been our bane , 
Such a par.cel of rogues m a nation ^ 

0 would, or I had seen the day 
That treason thus could sell us, 

My auld grey head had lien in clay, 

Wx’ Bruce and loyal Wallace 1 
But pith and power, till my last hour 
rU mak this declaration,^ 

We’re bought and sold for English gold : 
Such a parcel of rogues m a nation ! 


THERE WAS A BONIE LASS.* 

HERE was a bonie lass, and a bonie, 
borne lass. 

And she lo’ed her bonie laddie deBt^ ; 
Till war’s loud alarms tore her laddie 
frae her arms, 

WF monie a sigh and tear, 

V’jk'R, * rn breathe this exclamation* 

* This song la in Johnson's iSfusenm, with Bums’ name 
attached to it. 
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Over sea, over shore, where the cannons loudly roar, 
He still was a stranger to fear : 

And nocht could him quell, or his bosom assail, 
But the bonie lass he lo’od sac dear. 


MY HARRY WAB A GALLANT GAY 


TrKL— ‘ HiontANDrrtV i uir\T ® 



‘Y Harry was a galhmt gay, 

Fu htatel} strade he on the plain I 
But now he s banish'd far aw'ay 
ril never see him back again. 


CHOnXTS. 

0 for him back again, 

0 for him back again, 

1 wad gie a' Knockhaspie’s land. 

For Highland Harry back again. 

When a’ the lave gae to their bed, 

1 wander dowie up the glen ; 

I sit me down md greet my dilf 

And ay I wish him back again, 

0 for him, dic. 

This fifing occurs m the hat without Bami’ 

name. ** The oldest title,*' says Burns, ** ! ever heard to 
this air was ‘The Highland IVatch's Farewell to Ireland** 
The chorus I picked up from an old woman in Dunblane i 
the rest of the song is mine’* The Highlaud Watch, J* 
the gallant 42n(l regiment, and Highland Harry, Frinci 
Heoiy Stuart, the last male of the rm al hrmse. 
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0 were some villains hangit high, 
And ilka body had their am, 
Then I might see the joyfu’ sight, 
My Highland Harry back again ! 
0 for him, &e. 


TIBBIE DUNBAR* 

TUNE — ‘JOHNNY M‘0ILL.* 

WILT thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie 
Dunbar 

0 wilt thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie 
Dunbar ? 

Wilt thou ride on a horse, or be drawn in a car, 
Or walk by my side, 0 sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 

I oare na thy daddie, his lands and his money, 

I care na thy kin. sae high and sae lordly : 

But say thou "^vilt hae me for better for waiir, 

And come in thy eoatie, sweet Tibbie Dunbar. 



WEE WILLIE.t 

EE Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 
Peel a ^villow-wand to be him boots 
and jacket : 

The rose upon the brier will be him 
trouse and doublet, 

^ This is also in tte Mnsetim, and is there said to have 
been written for that work by Bums. 

t This song is in the Musical Mtiseum, p. dSO, and is 
there said to have been wntten, for that work, by Bums. 
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The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and 
doublet ! 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 

Twice a lily flower will be him sark and crayat; 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet, 
Feathers of a flee w’ad feather up his bonnet. 


CEAiaiE-BURN-W4)O0.^ 


CHOiirs. 



jEYOND thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie. 
And 0 to be lying beyond thee, 

0 sweetly, soundly, "weel may he sleep, 
That’s laid in the bed bej end thee. 


* Barns wrote to Thomson, April, 1 703 . “ There is one 
sentimental sorg of mine lu the Museum, whah never was 
known out ot the nnmwiiate nemhlamihooii, until I gut it 
taken down from a country girl’s Wt‘gnig It h railed 
*Craigiehurn WimkI,* ami in the opinion of Mr. Clarke is 
one of our sneetesr Stotti>h!i bona;s lie is rpi tt an enthu- 
siast about It , .mid 1 wonkl Uk\ his t v tc m fcit uttifeh rausiu 
against the taste of mot»t < ounois^eurs/’ 

On the I9th Ot tuber, 1794, he wrote, “I hoi«' Clarke 
will persuade )ou to adopt my favouute, ♦Cmigie bnni- 
wood* m \o«r bidtition. it is as great a fuvmmte of his as 
of miaie. The ladj on whom it was matie is one of the nnest 
women lu Scotland , and, m fact {mtre is in a mm^ 
ner to me what SterueN Ehza was to him— a mistmss, a 
fmnd. or what } ou will, m the guileless aimpln ity of Fia- 
tome love. (Sow dun't put any of \ our ftqfuinting mistriie- 
tions on this, or have any cU'^huiavlaiver about it among 
our iic<|uaintances,) I assuie you tiiat to my lovely fneuS 
you are indebted for mam of \ our best Songs of mine. Do 
you think that the sober* gin*horjae routine of eKistem# 
oouM mspir© a man with life, with love, and joy— touid iNi 
him with enthusiasm, or melt him with pathos, e^ual to the 
genius of your book?— No! no I— Whenever I want to be 
more than ordinary t» song^ to he m some degree ei^aid to 
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Sweet closes the evening on Craigie-bnrn-wood, 
And blythely awakens the morrow ; 

But the pride of the spring in the Craigie~bum- 
wood 

Can yield to me nothing but sorrow. 

Beyond thee, &c. 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the wiH birds singing ; 

But pleasure they hae nane for me, 

Wnle care my heart is wringing. 

Beyond thee, &c, 

I canna tell, I maun na tell, 

I dare na for your anger ; 

your diviner airs — do you imagine I fast and pray for the 
divine emanation ? Tout au contrmre / I have a glorious 
recipe • the very one that for his own use was invented by 
the divinity of healing and poetry, when erst he piped to the 
flocks of Admetus. I put myself in a regimen of admiring a 
flne woman; and in proportion to the adoi ability of her 
charms, in proportion you are delighted with my verses. 
The lightning of her eye is the godhead of Parnassus, and 
the witchery of her smile, the divinity of Helicon 1” 

In November following, he said, “ I thank >ou for admit- 
ting * Craigie-burn-wood and I shall take care to furnish 
yon with a new chorus In fact, the chorus was not my 
work, but a part of some old verses to the air. If I can 
catch myself in a more than ordinarily propitious moment, I 
shall write a new * Craigie-burn-wood* altogether, my heart 
is much in the theme.” 

** The song,” Bums elsewhere says, was composed on a 
passion which a Mr Gillespie, a particular friend of mine, 
had for a Miss Loiimer, afterwards a Mrs. Whelpdale. The 
young lady was born at Craigie-burn-wood, The chorus is 
part of an old foolish ballad.” The heroine was the Chloris 
so many of his songs; but the poet’s verses and the lover’s 
eloquence alike failed, as she married Mr. Whelpdale. 
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But secret love will break my heart 
If I conceal it langer. 

Beyond thee, &c. 

I see thee gracefu’, straight and tall, 
I see thee sweet and boaie, 

But oh, what will my torments be, 

If thou refuse thy Johnie. 

Beyond thee, 

To see thee in anither’s arms, 

In love to lie and languish, 

^Twad be my dead, that will be seen, 
My heart wad burst wi’ anguish* 
Beyond thee, &c. 

But Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 
Say, thou lo’es nane before me ; 

An’ a’ my days o’ life to come, 

I’ll gratefiidy adore thee. 

Beyond thee, <fec. 


HERE’S HIS HEALTH IK WATER! 

TOKB*-* THB JOn OJ* aoxm»BT-wofiE.* 

my back be at the wa’. 

And tiio’ he be the fautor ; 

Altho’ my back be at the wa’, 

Yet, here’s his health in water! 

% Thi$ song'was publiished in the Musenin, vob liu p* 404, 
bat without the name of the nuthor. Allan Cunuiughum 
eays it has been usberted that Burns wrote it in humo^ua 
ahuslon to the condition m which Jean Armour found her»ell 
before marriage. 
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LABY ONLIE * 

TUNE-^'THE EEPriAN'S RANT/ 

TKE lad s o’ Thomie-bank, 

When they gac to file shore o’ Bueky , 
Theyll step in an’ tak’ a pint 
Wi’ Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 
Ladie Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 

I wish her sale for her gude ale, 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bueky. 

Her house sae bien, her cureh sae clean, 

I wat she is a dainty chucky ; 

And chcerlie blinks the ingle-gleed 
Of Lady Onlie, honest Lucky I 
Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews gude ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 

I wish her sale for her gude ale, 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bueky 

♦ This song ocenrs in the Musical Museum, Toh i?. p, 104, 
feat without any name. Fart of it is certainly old ; and it is 
Impossible to say how much of it was vmtteB by Bums. 
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AS I WAS A WANDERING.^ 

TUNE— ‘BINN MEDDIAL MO MHEALLABH * 

I was a wandVing ae midsummer 
evenin’, 

'he pipers and youngsters were making 
their game ; 

Amang them I spied my faithless fause lover, 
Which bled a’ the wounds o’ my dolour again. 

Weel, since he has left me, may pleasure gae wi’ 
him; 

I may be distress’d, but I winna complain ; 

I flatter my fancy I may get anither, 

My heart it shall never be broken for ane. 

I could na get sleeping till dawin for greetin’, 

The tears trickled down like the hail and the rain. 
Had I na got greetin’, my heart wad a broken, 
For,* oh I love forsaken’s a tormenting pain. 

♦ This song occurs m the Musical Museum, p. 050, but 
it is not attributed to Burns in that work. Of the fragment 
hegiimmg “ As I was a waudVing ae morning in sprmg/* 
which was printed in Cromek*s Rehques, from a copy m* 
Burns' own writing, Gilbert Bums, an a letter to Cromek in 
I’ebruary, 1800, says, " they are not my brother’s, but were 
sung by every ploughman and ploughmau^s mistress in Ayr- 
shire before he was bom.'’ 
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iJthoiigh he has left me for greed oHhe siller, 

I dinna enyy him the gams he can win ; 

I rather wad bear a’ the lade o’ my sorrow 
Than ever hae acted sae faithless to him, 

since he has left me, may pleasure gae wi’ 
him, 

I may be distress’d, but I wigna complain * 

I flatter my fancy I may get anifcher, 

heart it shall never be broken for ane* 


BANNOCKS 0’ BARLEY, 

TUNE—* THE KinnOGtB.* 

ANNOCKS o’ bear meal. 

Bannocks o’ barley ; 

Here s to the Highlandman’s 
Bannocks o’ barley. 

Wha in a brulzie 
Will first cry a parley? 

Never the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley 

Bannocks o’ bear meal, 

Bannocks o’ barley ; 

Here’s to tbe lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley. 

This song is m the Musical Museum, p- 489, hut 
without Bums’ name. 
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Wha in his wae-days 
Were loyal to Charlie ? 
Wha but the lads wi^ 

The bannocks o' barley. 


OTJR THRISSLES FLOURISHED FEgSH 
AND FAIR. 

TUNE — ‘AWi. WHIGS, AWA.* 

CHOEirS. 

S WA Whigs, awa ! 

Awa WTiigs, awa ! 

Ye're but a pack o' traitor louns, 
Ye'U do nae good at a’. 

Our thrissles flourish'd fresh and fair, 

And bonie bloom'd our roses j 
But Whigs came like a frost in June, 

And wither’d a' our posies. 

Our ancient crown’s fa’n in the dust — 

Deil blitt’ them wi' the stoure o’t j 
And write their names m his black beuk, 

Wha gae the Whigs the power o't. 

"this song was altered by Bums, from some old Jacobite 
verses, for Museum, where it occurs (p. 272), but 
Ijfftbout his name. 
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Our sad decay inOhurch and State 
Surpasses my desenving , 

The Wings came o’er us for a eui^e, 
And hue done ’iu’ thriving. 

Grim tengeanee lang has ta’en a nap, 
But we may see him waukeii ; 

Gude help the day when royal heads 
Are hunted like a mauku? 

Awa liVhigs, awa^ 

Awa W'higs, u’R rt * 

Ye’re hut a puck o’ traitor ioun^, 
Yell do nae gude at a’. 


PEG-A-MMSEY.* 

TCJfB— *CAULI) Ih THE E%K1n’ BLAst/ 

^^p^AULD IS the e’enm’ blast 
0’Bor(‘as o’er the jiool, 

And dawm’ it is dreary 
WlH.‘n birks are bare at Yale* 

0 bitter bkws the eVniii’ blast 
When bitter bites the frost, 

And in the mirk and dreary drift:. 

The hills and glens are lost, 

YMs song is in the Musical Museum, p* 603, with Burwi* 
xiime. 
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Ne^er sae murky bl^ the night 
That drifted o’er the hill, 

But home Peg-a-Eamsey 
Gat grist to her mill* 


COME BOAT ME O’ER TO CHARLIE* 

TUNE — ^ 0’e5 the WATLE TO CHASLIE.* 

OME boat me o’er, come row me o’er, 
Como boat me o’er to Charlie ; 

I’ll gie John Ross another bawbee, 

To boat me o’er to Charlie. 

We’U o’er the water and o’er the sea, 

We’U o’er the water to Charlie ; 

Come weal, come woe, we’ll gather and go, 
And li?o or die wi’ Charho. 

I lo’e weel my Charlie’s name, 

Tho’ some there be abhor him : 

But 0, to see auld Nick gaun hame, 

And Charlie’s faes before him I 

I swear and vow by moon and stars, 

And sun that shines so early, 

If I had twenty thousand lives, 

I’d die as aft for Charlie* 

Though this song is in the Museum, p. 145, Burns’ 
name is not attached to it* Mr. Allan Cunningbam says, 
** of the lines are old, and some are from the pen of 
Bums. The second stanza is his, and most of the third**’ 
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We’H o’er the water and o’er the sea# 

We’ll o’er the water to Charlie ; 

Come weal, come woe, we’E gather and go, 
And li\e or die wi’ Charlie I 


BRAW LADS OF GALLA WATER.^ 

TOKE— ‘gALLA \\ATfE.’ 

cnoBtrs. 

RAW, braw lads of Galla Water ; 

0 braw lads of Galla Water ; 

FE kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love through the water. 

• This song was publislietl la the Musical Museum, 
p. 181, but without the name of the author, llie fallowing 
very differeufc version was sent by Burnn to Thomson’s (Col- 
lection m January, 1703, where it occurs (vol. i p* H,) with 
hla name * 

Bbaw braw lads on Yarrow brae's, 

Ye wander through the blsjoining heather; 

But Yarrow braes, ns>r Ettnik frban«, 

Can match the lads o’ GalU Water. 

But there la ane, a secret ane, 

Aboon them a* I lo’e him better; 

And I’ll be his, and hell ise mine, 

The borne lad o’ Galla Water, 

Altho* his daddie was nae laird, 

And tho’ I hae nac ineikle toeber, 

Yet rich in kindest, tiuest love, 

WVIl teat our detks bj Gaila Water, 

It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth, 

That coffc contentment, peace, or pleasure | 

The bmids and bliss o’ mutual love, 

O that’s the chicfest world’s treasure. 
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Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 

Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie ; 

Sae white her teeth, sae sweet her mou’, 

The mair I kiss she’s ay my dearie 

O’er yon bank and o’er yon brae, 

O’er yon moss amang the heather , 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my lo\e through the water. 

Down amang the broom, the broom, 

Down amang the broom, my dearie, 

The lassie lost a silken snood, 

That cost her mony a blirt and bleary, 
Braw, braw lads of Galla Water , 

0 braw lads of Galla Water . 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love through the water. 


COMING THROUGH THE RYE.^ 


TUNB—* COMING THROUGH THE RYE.* 



OMING through the rye, poor bo^y, 
Coming through the rye, 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye. 


This song is attributed to Barns in the Musical 
Museum, p. 480. Another version, in the same work, is 
as follows, but Jt is not said to have been written by him ; 

Gin a body meet a body, comm tbro’ the rye, 

Gin a body kiss a body, need a body cry 5 
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Jenny’s a’ wat, poor body, 
Jenny’s seldom dry ; 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye. 


♦G’S a body meet a body— 

Coming through the rye ; 

Gin^a body kiss a body — 

Need a body cry ? 

Gm a body meet a body 
Coming through the glen, 

Gm a body kiss a body — 

Need the world ken ? 

Jenny’s a’ wat, poor body, 

Jenny’s seldom dry ; 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 

Coming through the rye. 

Ilka body has a body, ne’er a ane hae I ; 

Bat a* the lads they loe me, and what the war am I? 

Gm a body meet a body, comin frae the well, 

Gm a body kiss a body, need a body tell j 
Ilka body has a body, ne’er a ane hae I, 

Bat a’ the lads they loe me, and what the war am 1? 

6 ia a body meet a body, comin free the town, 

Gin a body kiss a body, need a body gloom 5 
Ilka Jenny has her Jockey, ne’er a ane hae I» 

But a* the lads they loe me, and what the war am I ? 
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THE LASS OP ECOLEFECHAN. 

TUNE—* JACKY LATIN.’ 



AT ye me, 0 gat ye me, 

0 gat ye me wi’ naething ? 

Koek and reel, and spmnin' wheelj 
A miekle quarter basin. 

Bye attour, my gutcher has 
A hich house and a laigh ane, 

A’ forbye, my bonie seF, 

The lass of Ecclefechan. 


0 hand your tongue now, Luckio Laing, 

0 baud your tongue and jaimer ; 

1 held the gate till you I met, 

Syne I began to wander : 

I tint my whistle and my sang, 

1 tint my peace and pleasure ; 

But your green graff, now, Luekie Laing, 
Wad airt me to my treasure. 

Allan Cunningham says, ** Duung the Feet’s first visit 
to Annandaie, an old song called ‘ The Lass of Ecclefechan’ 
was sung to him, with which he was so amused that he noted 
it down; and at a leisure moment, rendered the language 
more delicate, and the sentiments less warm, and sent it to the 
Musical Museum, where it occurs, (p. 442,) but without 
Burns* name.** 
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aUDEWIFE COUNT THE LAWIN.«^ 

is the day, and mirk^s the night, 
But well ne’er stray for faut o’ light, 
For ale and brandy’s stars and moon, 
And blude-red wine’s the rising sun. 

CHOEIJS, 

Then gudewifo count the lawin, 

The lawm, the lawin ; 

Then gudewife count the lawin, 

And bring a coggie mair. 

There's w^ealth and ease for gentlemen, 

And semple folk maun fecht and fen ; 

But here woVo a’ in ae accord, 

For ilka man that’s drunk’s a lord* 

Then gudewdfe, &c. 

My coggie is a holy pool, 

^jjiat the wounds o’ care and dool i 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 

An’ ye dnnk it a’ yell find him out. 

Then gudewifo, d:c. 

• Published iMth Burns* name, m the Musical 
p. S23. A somewhat similar song by him, ‘‘Landlady, 
count the lawin, the day is near the dawin/’ be foaiftd 
at page 167. 
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HAD I THE WYTE.^ 

TCNE— ^ HAD I THE WTTE SHE BADE SiE ’ 

AD I tf^e wyte, had I the wyte, 

Had I the wyte she bade me ; 

She watch’d me by the hie-gate side, 
And up the loan she shaw’d me ; 

And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ea’d me ; 

Had kirk and state been in the gate, 

I lighted when she bade me. 

Sae craftilie she took me ben, 

And bade me make nae clatter ; 

' For our ramgunshoch glum gudeman 
Is out and owre the water:’ 

Whae’er shall say I wanted grace, 

When I did kiss and dawte her. 

Let him be planted in my place, 

Syne say I was the fautor. 

Could I for shame, could I for shame, 

Could I for shame refused her ? 

And wadna manhood been to blame, 

Had I xinkindly us’d her? 

* Tliis long was published m the Musical Museum, p. 427, 
with Bum’ name. 
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He clawed her wi’ the ripplm-kame ; 

And blue and bluidy bruised her ; 
When sic a husband was frae Imrae, 
What wife but had excused her? 

j (lighted ay her een sac blue, 

And bann’d the cruel randy ; 

And weel I wat her willing mou’ 

Was e'en like sugar-camJy. 

,A gleamin-shot it was I trow, 

I lighted on the Monday ; 

But I cam through the Tysday’s dew, 
To wanton Willie's brandy. 


HEE BAtOU. 

TUNE— ‘the Inoni-ASJD EALOIT.* 

EE balou ! my sweet wee Donald, 

S BBra g Picture o’ the great Cknronald ; 

Brawlie kens our wanton chief 
Wha got my young Highland thief, 

Leoxe me on thy bonie craigic, 

An' thou lire, thoull sU*al a naigie ; 
Trayel the country thro' and thro', 

And bring hamc a Carlisle cow. 

* jPablish^d in the Hasical Masenra, but without the 
itnthor* The first terse, says Cromek, i» his efiiikn 
Sonj^ p. 6S, is a Highland fealoa, o? nvtxm^ mp 
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Thro’ the Lawlands, o’er the border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou furder : 
Herry the louns o’ the laigh eountree 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me. 


HER43ADDIE FORBAD. 

TTJKE—^ JUMPIN’ JOHN.’ 

ER daddie forbad, her mjinnie forbad ; 
Forbidden she wadpa be : 

She wadna trow’t, the browst she brew’d 
Wad taste sae bitterlie. 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the bonie lassie, 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the borne lassie. 

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf, 

And thretty gudo shillin’s and three ; 

A vera gude tocher, a cotter-man’s doehter, 
The lass with the bonie black e’e. 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the bonie lassie, 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the bonie lassie. 

This 3S said to consist partly of an old ballad, and to 
have been partly written by Burns. It occurs iu the 
Musical Museum, p, 145, but not with his name. 
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HERFS TO THY HEALTH, MY BOl^IE 
LASH 



TTINE— * LAQ&ATX BITEK ^ 

ERE’S to thy health, my bonfe Im, 

. Gude Bight, and Joy he wi^ thee ; 
ITi come nae mair 15 thy bower door, 
To tell thee that I lo’e thee. 

0 dinna think, my pretty pink, 

But I can live without thee : 

1 vow and swear I dinna care 
How lang ye look about ye. 


Thou’rt ay sae free informing me 
Ihott hast nae mind to many j 
rii be m free informing thee 
Nae time hne I to tarry. 

I ken thy friends try ilka means, 
Frae wedlock to delay thee ; 
Depending on some higher chance-— 
But fortune may betray thee.. 


I ken they scorn mj low estate, 

But that does never grieve me ; 

But I'm as free as any he, 

Braa’ siller wnll relieve me. 

I count my health my greatest wealth, 
Bae lang as Fit enjuy it : 

^ ril fear nae scant, Fll bode nae w^anl. 

As kng’s I get employment. 

* tibksottg is in the Musical p. 511, with Btt»j 

name is it. 
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But far aff fowls hae feathers fair, 

And ay until ye try them : 

Tho’ they seem fair, still have a care, 

They may prove waur than I am. 

But at twal at night, when the moon shines bright 
» My dear, Til come and see thee ; 

For the man that lo’es his mistress weel 
Nae travel makes him weary, 
s 


HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER, 

'TtnSE— * THE BTJSTT MILLER.’ 



|EY, the dusty miller. 

And his dusty coat ; 
He will win a shilling, 
Or he spend a groat. 
Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the colour, 
Dusty was the kiss 
That I got frae the miller. 


Hey, the dusty miller. 

And his dusty sack ; 

Leeze me on the calling 
Fills the dusty peck. 

Fills the dusty peck. 

Brings the dusty siller ; 

I wad gie my coatie 
For the dusty miller. 

♦ This song is in the Musical Museum, p. Ul, hut ims 
mi the name of the author attached to it 
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THE CARDIN’ O’T.^ 

TU&E— ‘ SALT nSH AND DUMFLINOb/ 

COFT a stane o’ haslock woo’, 

- 'To make a cot to Johnny o’t ; 
For Johnny is my on!} jo, 

I lo e him best of onj yet. 

The cardin’ o’t, the sjtnnm’ o\ 
The warpin’ o’t, the winnin’ o'fc, 
When ilka ell co*st me a grout, 

The tailor btaw the Ijnin o’t. 

For though his locks be Ij^art gray, 

And tho’ his brow be held aboun ; 

ITet 1 hae seen him on a day, 

The pride of a’ the pariblien. 

The cardin’ o’t, the spinnin’ o% 
The warpin’ o’t, the uinnin’ o’t; 
When ilka ell cost mo a groat, 

The tailor slaw the Ijnin o’t. 



THE JOYFUL WIDOWEH.f 

MAGOr LAI5DEK/ 

HARRIED with a sfolding wife 
The fourteenth of Koveiuber; 

She made me weary of my life, 

By one unruly mumbur. 

♦ *11118 ftOBg is in the Mubical Musseum, p. 44% but mot 
with Bums’ name to it. * 

f Published in the Hufeical Museum, p. 09, but mi wm 
Bum’ name. 

m. ^ 
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Long did I bear the heavy yoke. 

And many griefs attended ; 

But, to my comfort be it spoke, 

Now, now her life is ended. 

We lived full one-and-twenty years 
A man and wife together ; 

At length from me her course she steer’d, 
And gone I know not whither ; 

Would I could guess, I do profess, 

I speak, and do not flatter, 

Of all the women in the world, 

I never could come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well, 

A handsome grave does hide her j 

But sure her soul is not m hell. 

The deil would ne’er abide her. 

I rather think she is aloft, 

And imitating thunder , 

For why, — ^methinks I hear her voice 
Tearing the clouds asunder. 
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THENIEL MENZIE’S BONIE MARY.^ 

f UNE— * THL BUEFIAK^S BA^T.* 

coming by the bng o* Dyo, 

At Darlet we a bliJik did tarry ; 

^ dawm in the sky 

We drank a health to bonie Mary. 
Theniel Menzie^s borne Mary, 

Theniel Menzio’s bonie Mary; 

Charlie Gregor tint his plaidie, 

Kibbin’ Theniers borne Mar5% 

Her een sae bright, her brow sae 'v\hile, 

Her haffet locks as brown’s a berry, 

An’ ay they dimpled wi’ a smile 
The rosy cheeks o’ borne Mary. 

Theniel Menzie’s home Mury. 

Theme! Menzie’s borne Mary , 

Charlie Gregor tint his plaidie 
Kissin’ Thoniel’s borne Mary. 

We lap an’ danced the lee-lang day, 

Till pffter lads were wae an’ weary, 

Bat Charlie gat the spring to pay 
For kissin’ Theniers bonie Mar}\ 

* Tina soug is in tho Mtisical Museum, p. 164, but nut 
with Bums’ name. It is there get to the tuae ut the Bu^ 
han^s Bant, together with the song A’ the kds ut Thom4 
bauk,” -which is also ascnbedto him* 



164 


THE SONGS 


Theniel Menzie’s bonie Mary, 
Theniel Menzie’s borne Mary ; 
Charlie Gregor tint his plaidie 
Kissin’ ThenieFs borne Mary. 


THE FAREWELL. 


TtJNB— ^ ICC WAS A’ BOB OUB BIGHCCBO’ KING,' 



T was a’ for our rightfu’ King, 
We left fair Scotland's strand 
It was a' for our rightfu’ King 
' We e’er saw Irish land, 

My dear , 

We e’er saw Irish land. 


Now a’ IS done that men can do. 
And a’ is done in vam ; 

My love and native land farewell, 
For I maun cross the mam, 

My dear , 

For I maun cross the main. 


He turn’d him right, and round about 
Upon the Irish shore ; 

And gae his bridle-reins a shake, 

* It seems very doubtful bow much, even if any part, of 
this song was written by Burns. It occurs in the Musical 
Museum, p. 513, bat not with bis name. 
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With adieu for evermore, 

My dear j 
With adieu for evermore. 

The sodger from the wars returns, 
The sailor frae the main ; 

But I ^ae parted frae my love, 

Never to meet again, 

My dear ; 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gone, and night is come, 
And a’ folk bound to sleep ; 

I think on him that's far awa*, 

The lee-lang night, and woop, 

My dear ; 

The lee-lang night, and weep. 


IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE, 
maid’s comflaikt.’ 



T is na, Jean, thy bonie face, 
shape that I admire. 
Although thy beauty and thy grace 
Might woel aiivake desire 


This Sfttig m the Mnsieal p. S43, Vfith 

Bums’ name. He says it, “ These weie ongiaaltv 
English verses s-r I gave them their Scot‘s 
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Something, in ilka part o’ thee, 

To praise, to love, I find ; 

But dear as is thy form to me, 
Still dearer is thy mind. 

Nae mair ungenerous wish I hae, 
Nor stronger in my breast, 
Than if I canna mak thee sae, 

At least to see thee blest. 
Content^m I, if Heaven shall give 
But happiness to thee * 

And as wi’ thee I’d wish to live. 
For thee I’d bear to die. 


JAMIE, COME TRY ME* 

TUKB— * JAMIE, COME TRY ME,’ 


CHOEFS. 



AMIE, come try me, 

Jamie, come try me ; 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 


If thou should ask my 
Could I deny thee ? 

If thou would win my love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

Hits song is in the Musical Museum, p. 238, hut inth- 
out the name of the author. 
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If thou should kiss me, love, 
Wha could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 

Jamie, come try me, 

Jamie, come try me, 

Jamie, come trj' me ; 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come fry me. 


LANDLADY, COUNT THE LAWiN.^ 


TUNE—* HET, TUTTI, TAITl ’ 



ANDLADY, count the lawin, 
The day is near the dawin ; 
Ye’re blind drunk, boys, 
And Fm but jolly fou* 
Hey tutti, taiti, 

How tutti, taiti — 

Wha’s fou now ? 


Cog an’ ye were ay fou, 

Cog an’ ye were ay fou, 

I w^ad sit and sing to 3011 
Jf ye w^ere ay fou. 

AYeel may ye a’ he ! 

Ill may we never see ! 

* Published ia the Kui-ical Museum, p. 178, hut not with 
Barns’ name. Onlj two of the verse? were wntten hy hirfif 
the last being taken from an old song* 
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God bless tbe King, boys, 
And the companie ! 
Hey tutti, taiti, 

How tntti, taiti — 
Wha’s fou now? 


MY LOYE SIDE’S BUT A LASSIE YET. 

TUNE — ‘ULDY BADINSCOTH’s BEEL» 



I Y love she’s but a lassie yet ; 

My love she’s but a lassie yet ; 
Well let her stand a year or twa, 
Shell no be half sae saucy yet. 
I rue the day I sought her, 0, 

I rue the day I sought her, 0 ; 

Wha gets her needs na say she’s woo’d, 
But he may say he’s bought her, 0 ! 


Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet ; 

Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet ; 
Gae seek for pleasure where ye will. 

But here I never miss’d it yet. 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t. 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’u^ 

The minister kiss’d the fiddler’s wife. 

An’ could na preach for thinkin’ o’t* 


Part only of tins song appears to have been ’Written by 
Haras. It IS in the Musical Museum, p. 234, but without 
the name of the author. 
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MY HEART WAS ANCE » 

XljtTE— < TO THE WEAVBM flIN TE 00 * 

heart was ance as blythe and free 
As siminer days were lang, 

IxLt a bonie, westlialeeaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids, 

To the weavers gin yc go ; 

I rede you right gang ne^er at night, 

To the weavers gin ye go. 

My mither sent me to the town, 

To warp a plaiden wah ; 

But the weary, weary warpin o’t 
Has gart me sigh and sab. 

A bonie westlin weaver lad 
Sat working at his loom ; 

Ho took my heart as wi’ a net. 

In every knot and thrum, 

**Tlje c!i2|tts this song, wlikh occurs In tbs Musk*il 
Musenm, BarnOaya, ^ is old, the rest of it is mine.” 
adds, aft if he were not satisfied with it, ** And once for aU, 
let me apologize for many silly compositions of mme in this 
work. Many beautiful airs wanted words: In the hurry of 
other avocations if I could string a parcel of rhymes together 
anything near tolerable, I was ihm to let them paas. 
mist be an excellent poet indeed whose every performafifea 
is excellent.” 
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I sat beside tny warpin-wheel. 

And ay I ca’d it roun’ , 

But every shot and every knock, 

My heart it gae a stoun. 

The moon was sinking in the west 
Wi' visage pale and wan, 

As my home westlm weaver lad 
Convoy’d me thro’ the glen. 

Blit what was said, or what was done, 
Shame fa’ me gin I tell ; 

But oh ! I fear the kintra soon 
Will ken as weel’s mysel. 

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids, 
To the weavers gin ye go ; 

I rede you right gang ne’er at night, 
To the weavers gm ye go. 


LOATELY DAYIES 

TUNE — ‘ MIPS BIUlE.* 

■ HOW shall I, unskilfu’, try 
The poet’s occupation,* 

The tunefu’ powers, in happy hours, 
That whisper inspiration? 

* The lovely Davies’* of this song, which occurs in the 
Musical Museum, p. 360, without Bums* name, has been 
already described 
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Even they mann dare an efort mair, 
Than aught they ever gave us, 

Or they rehearse, in equal verse, 

The charms o’ lovely Davies. 

Each eye it cheers, when she appears, 
Ifike Phoebus m the morning, 

When past the shower, and ev’iy flower 
The garden is adorning. 

As the wretch looks o’er Siberia’s shore, 
When winter-bound tlft wave is ; 

Sae droops our heart when we maun part 
Frae charming lovely Davies. 

Her smile’s a gift, frae ’boon the lift, 
That maks ns mair than princes ; 

A seepter’d hand, a King’s command, 

Is m her darting glances : 

The man m arms, ’^inst female charms, 
Even ho her willing slave is ; 

He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 
Of eonquenng, lovely Davies. 

My Muse to dream of such a theme, 

Her feeble pouers surrender ; 

The eagle’s gaze alone surveys 
The sun’s meridian splendour: 

' I wad in vain essay the strain, 

Tha^deed too daring brave is ,* 
ril drap the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o’ lovely Davies. 
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KENMURE'S ON AND AWAJ 

TUNE — ‘ O KENMURE’S ON AND AWA, WILLIE.' 

■ KENMURE’S on and awa, Willie ^ 

0 Kenmure’s on and awa ! 

And Kerwaure’s lord’s the hrayest lord 
That ever Galloway saw. 

Success to Kenmure’s band, Willie! 

Success to Kenmure^s band ; 

There's no a heart that fears a Whig 
That rides by Kenmure's hand. 

HereVKenmure’s health in wine, Willie I 
Hero’s Kenmure’fe health in wine * 

There ne’er was a coward o’ Kenmure’s blude. 
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s line. 

0 Kenmure’s lads are men, Willie ! 

0 Kenmure’s lads are men ; 

Their hearts and swords are metal true — 

And that their fkes shall ken. 


* Mr. Allan Cunningham expresses great doubt ** whether 

to ascribe this song wholly to Barns, or to gf^to his pen 
only the second and third stanza. That it is partly old,** he 
says, ** I never heard doubted . and that it refers to the for- 
tunes of the gallant Gordons, of Kenmure, in the fatal * Fif- 
teen’ is quite evident.** It is in the Musical Museum, p, 370 , 
but not with Bams’ name. 
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They’ll live or die \\i’ fame, Willie ! 

Then’ll live or die \vi’ fame ; 

But soon, wi’ sounding victorie, 

May Konmure’s lord come hame, 

lire’s him that’s far awa, Willie! 

Here’s him that’s far awa , 

And here’s the flower that I love hesfe-^ 

The rose that's like the ssaw! 


THE CAPTAIN’S LADY * 

TUNIS—* O MOUNT AND 00.‘ 

CEOEUS. 

■ MOUNT and go, 

Mount and make you really; 

0 mount and go, 

And be the Captain’s Lady. 

When the drums do beat, 

And the cannons rattle, 

Thou shalfe sit in state, 

And see thy love in battle. 

ThisiiSi IS m the Mii^cal Mu-f utii, p 24ii. but irJtho»t 
Burns* name. Hr. AUan Cunmughdui jtinbutta it Ui him* 
upon the authom> of Croiutk, \sh« ^aul he baa « t w 
m Burns’ own hand-Tunliiii?, among Johnson's pajaers. Mf* 
Allan Cunningham has* hlm^eif 'wntteu a feong. with thit 
title m Thorasoa’s Collection, (vol. v. p 2o,) tb« hrst vem 
of which is the banie A Song t aUud “ Tli** C a]: t am h 
but With very ^ferent wcrdb, i% or was well know n m lb* 
Kavy, 
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When the vanquish’d foe 
Sues for peace and quiet. 

To the shades we’ll go, 

And m love enjoy it. 

0 mount and go, 

Mount and make you ready 
0 mount and go. 

And hb the Captain’s Lady. 


LADY MARY ANN.^ 

TUNE — ^ CRAIGTOWN’S QROWlNa,’ 

LADY Mary Ann 
Looks o’er the castle wa’, 

, She saw three borne boys 
Playing at the ba ’ ; 

The youngest he was 

The flower amang them a’ ; 

My bonie laddie’s young, 

But he’s gromn’ yet. 

0 father ! 0 father ! 

An’ ye think it fit, 

We’ll send him a year 
To the college yet . 

♦ This song occurs at p. 890 of the Musical Museum, but 
without Burns* name. 
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Well sew a green ribbon 
Bound about bis hat, 

And that will let them ken 
He's to marry yet. 

Eady Mary Ann 
Was a flower i' the dew, 

Sweet was its smell, 

And bonie was its ht»e I 
And the langer it blossom'd 
The sweeter it grew ; 

For the My m the bud 
Wifl be bonier yet. 

Young Charlie Cochran 
Was the sprout of an aik; 

Bonie and bloomin' 

And straught was its make: 

The sun took delight 
To shine for its sake, 

And it win be the brag 
O' the forest yet. 

The simmer is gane 
When the leaves th^ were green, 
And the days are awa 
%at we haeseen; 

But far better days 
I trust wiE come again, 

For my. bonie Mdie's young, 

But he's growin' yet. 
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THE HIGHLAND WIDOW^S LAMENT. 

H ! I am come to the low coimtrie, 
Och-on, oeh-on, och-rie ! 

Without a penny in my purse. 

To ouy a med to me. 

It was nae sae m the Highland hills, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Nae woman in the country "wide 
Sae happy was as me. 

For then I had a score o’ kye, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rie I 

Feeding on yon hills so high, 

And gi\ung milk to me. 

And there I had three score o’ yowes, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie I 

Skipping on yon bonie knowes, 

And casting woo’ to me. 

I was the happiest o’ the clan, 

Sair, sair may I repine ; 

For Donald was the brawest lad. 

And Donald he was mine. 

• This song is in the Musical Museum, p. 514, hut not 
with Burns’ name It is said to be a version of a Highland 
Lament for the rum which followed the lebellion of 1?45. 
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Till Charlie Stewart earn at last, 

Sae far to set us free ; 

My Donald’s arm was want.ed then, 

For Scotland and for me. 

Their waefu’ fate what need I tell, 

Eight to the 'wrang did yield ; 

My Donald and his country fell 
Upon Culloden's field. 

Oh ! I am come to the low coimtrie, 
Och-on, och-on, oeh-rie I 

Nae woman in the world wide 
Sae wretched now m me. 


MERRY HAE I BEEN TEETHIN’ A 
HECKLE. 

TUNE— ‘LORD BREADALBASE’S MARCH.’ 

MERRY hae I been teethin’ a heckle, 
And merr}’ hae I In^en shapin’ a 
spoon; 

0 merry hae I boon cloutin a kettle, 
And kisain’ my Katie when a* was done. 

0 s’ the JfSg day I ca’ at my hammer, 

An’ a* the kng day 1 whistle and sing, 

A’ the lang night 1 caddie my kimmer, 

And a’ the lang night as happy ’s a King. 

♦ Tl»^ song dim not appear to be m the Mmical Masenlf*, 
m m Tiiomson’s Collection. No account is kmwn of its his- 
tory. 

TOn. til. 
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Bitter in dool I lickxt my winnins, 

0^ marrying Bess, to gie her a slave : 

Bless’d be the hour she cooFd m her Imnens, 
And blythe be the bird that sings on her grave. 
Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

An’ come to my arms, and kiss me again ! 
Drunken or sober, here’s to thee, Katie I 
And bless’d be the day I did it again. 


RATTLIN’, ROARIN’ WILLIE. 

TUNE—' BATTLIN’, BOABJN’ WILLIE.* 

B RATTLIN’, roarin’ Willie, 

0, he held to the fair. 

An’ for to sell his fiddle. 

An’ buy some other ware ; 

But parting wi’ his fiddle, 

The saut tear blin’t his ee ; 

And rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Ye’re welcome hame to me I 

0 Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

0 sell your fiddle sae fiat^; 

* ‘‘The last stanza of this song,” Burns says, nwaej: 
it was composed out of compliment to one of" the worthiest 
leUowa in the world, WUham Dunbar, Esq. Water to th«' 

Signet, Edinburgh, and Colonel of the Cjochallan corps, a 
Club of wits who took that title at the tune of raising the 
fencible reguneuts ** It occurs, with Bums* name, m tl]^i 
Husical Museum, p. 222* 



OF BtrUNS. 


370 


0 Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

And buy a pint o’ wme !• 

If I should sell my fiddle, 

The war!’ would think I was mad ; 
For mony a rantin’ day 
My fiddle and I hae had. 

As I cam by Croehallan, 

I eannily keeMt ben-#- 
Rattlin^, roann^ Willie 
Was sitting at yon board en’. 

Sitting at yon board en'. 

And amang guid eompanie ; 

Battlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Ye’re welcome bame tome! 


0 MALLTS MEEK, MALLTS SWEET* 

® HALLY’S meek, Hally’s meet, 
Hally’s modest and discreet, 
Hally’s rare, Hally’s fair, 

Hally’s every way complete. 

As I was walking up the street, 

A barefit maid I chanced to meet ; 
BiKpO the road was very hard 
For that fair nmidim a tender feet 

It were mair meet that those fine feet 
Were weei laced up m silken shoon, 

e 

* Thk mng was almost Bums’ last cctttn1)Uti0tt to the 
ai^cal Masmita, where it occurs p- 617, with his mm* 
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And ’twere more fit that she should sit 
Within yon chariot gilt aboon. 

Her yellow hair, beyond compare, 

Comes trinklmg down her swan-white neck, 
And her two eyes, like stars in skies, 

Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck 
0 Mally’s meek, Mally’s sweet, 

Mally’s mod^t and discreet, 

Mally’s rare, Mally’s fair, 

Mally’s every way complete. 


SAE FAR AWk* 

TXJNE — ‘balkeith maiben bridge 

SAD and heavy should I part, 

But for her sake sae far awa ; 
Unknowing what my way may thwart 
My native land sae far awa. 

Thou that of a’ things Maker art, 

That form’d this fair sae far awa, 

Gie body strength, then I’ll ne’er starjb 
At this my way sae far awa. 

How true is love to pure desert, 

So love to her, sae far awa: 

And nocht can heal my bosom’s smart. 
While, oh I she is sae far awa, 

* Of this song all which can be said is, that it occurs in 
the Musical Museum, p. 461, with Burns’ name. 
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Nane other love, nane other dart, 

I feel but her^, &ae far awa j 
But fairer never touch’d a heart 
Than her’a, the fair sae far awa. 


0 STEEB HEEiUP^ 

yUKB— ^ O STEER HER IT, AKO HER 

■ STEER her up, and hand her gaun — 
Her mother’s at the mill, jo ; 

And gin she %\ mna take a man, 

EVn let her take her will, ji> : 

First shore her wi’ a kindly kiss, 

And ea* another gill, jo, 

And gin she take the thing amiss, 

E’en let her flyte her fill, jo. 

O steer her up, and be na blate, 

An’ gin she take it ill, jo, 

Then lea’o the lassie till her fate, 

And time nae longer spill, jo : 

Ne’er break }our heart for ae nbiite, 

^ut think upon it still, jo ; 

Then gin the lassie winna do’t, 

Ye’U fin’ anither wli, jo. 

* The first four lines of this song, whith occurs injh#* 
Masicai Museum, p* 520, with Barns’ name, aie old. 
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But I’ll big a bower on yon bonie banks, 

^ Where Tay rins wimplm’ by sae clear ; 
Xtfd m deed thee in the tartan sae fine, 
And mak thee a man like thy daddie dear. 


THE FETE CHAMPETRE.^ 

TUNB—^ KILLIEORATSTKIE.’ 

■ WHA Will to Saint Stephen’s house, 

To do our errands there, man ? 

0 wha will to St. Stephen’s house, 

O’ th’ merry lads of Ayr, man ? 

Or will we send a man-o’-law ? 

Or will we send a sodger ? 

Or him wha led o’er Scotland a’ 

The meikle Ursa-Major ? 

** The occasion of this ballad, Tyhich Bums sent to Mr, 
Thomson in December, 1794, is thus stated by Mr, Allan 
Cunningham, on the authority of Gilbert Burns “ When 
Mr. Cunninghame, of Enteikin, came to hxs estate, two man- 
sion-houses on It, Enterkm and Anbank, were both in a i umous 
state. Wishing to intioduce himself with some eclat to the 
county, he got temporary erections made on the banks of 
Ayr, tastefully decorated with shrubs and flowers, for a 
supper and ball, to which most of the respectable families in 
the county were invited It was a novelty in the county, 
and attracted much notice. A dissolution of parliament 
was soon #^pected, and this festivity was thought to he 
an introduction to a canvass for representing the county. 
Several other candidates were spoken of, particularly Sir 
John Whitefoord, then residing at Cloncaird, commonly pro- 
nounced Glencaird, and Mr. Boswell, the well known bio- 
grapher of Dr. Johnson. The political views of this festive 
assemblage, which are alluded to m the ballad, if they^ever 
existed, were, however, laid aside, as Mr C* did not canvass 
the county,” 
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Come, will ye court a noble lord, 

Or buy a score lairds, man ^ 

For worth and honour pawn their word, 
Their yote shall be Olencaird's, man ? 
Ane gies them coin, ane gies them wine, 
Anither gies them clatter ; 

Anbank, wha guess’d the ladies’ taste. 
He gies a Fdte Champetre. 


When Love and Beauty heard the news, 

The gay green-v^oods amang, man ; 

Where gathering flowers and busking bowers, 
They heard the blackbird’s sang, man ; 

A vow, they seal’d it with a kiss 
Sir Politics to fetter, 

As their’s alone, the patent-bliss, 

To hold a F^to Champetre. 


Then mounted Mirth, on gleesome wing, 
O’er hill and dale she flew, man ; 

Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 
She summon’d ever social sprite. 

That sports by wood or water. 

On th’ bonie banks of Ayr to meet. 

And keep this Fdte Champetre. 


Cauld Boreas, wi’ his boisterous crew, 
Were bound to stakes like kye, man ; 
And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fu’, 
damb up the starry sky, man : 
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Reflected beams dwell m the streams, 

0r down the oiirrent shatter ; 

The" western breeze steals through the trees, 
To view this F^te Ohampetre. 

How i|^any a robe sae gaily floats ! 

What sparkling jewels glance, man ! 

To Harmony’s enchanting notes, 

As moves the mazy dance, man ! 

The echoing wood, the windSig flood, 

•Like Paradise did glitter^ 

When angels met, at Adam’s yett, 

To hold their F^te Champetre. 

When Politics came there, to mix 
And make his ether-atane, man ! 

He circled round the magic ground, 

But entrance found he nane, man . 

He blush’d for shame, he quat his name, 
Forswore it, every letter, 

Wi’ humble prayer to join and share 
This festive Fdte Ohampetre. 


SIMMER’S A PLEASANT TIME.* 

AT WAtJXIN 0.’ 

I^^^IMMER’S a pleasant time, 

Flow’rs of ev’ry colour ; 

The water rins o’er the heugh, 

And I long for my true lover. 

^ This soog occurs m the Musical Museum, p. 223, but 
without Bums* name. It is said that the first verse only was 
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Ay waukin 0, 

Waukin still and wearie ; 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

When I sleep I dream, 

When I wank Fm eerie; 

Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

Lanely night comes on, 
the lav® are sleeping ; 

I think on my home lad 
And I bleer my een with greetin’. 
Ay waukin 0, 

Waukin still and wearie ; 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 


THE ELUDE BED BOSE AT YULE MAY 
ELAW. 


TUNE—* TO DAUNTON ME.* 



HE blude red rose at Yule may blaw, 
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw. 

The frost may freeze the deepest sea ; 
But an auld man shall never daunton me. 


written by him, but in the song ** Wban I sleep I dream,’* 
postea, a different version of the last two verses will be found, 
which has been pnnted from a copy m his own hand. 

Published in the Musical Museum, p. 190 , but without 
Burns* name. 
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To dauntou me, and me sae young, 

Wi^his faiise heart and flatt’ring tongue, 

Thau IS the thing you ne’er shall see ; 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

For a’ hii meal and a’ his maut, 

For a’ his fresh beef and his saut, 

Fo3;a’ his gold and white monie, 

An auld man shall never daunton me. 

His gear may buy him kye ajld yowes, 

His gear may buy him glens’and knowes 5 
But me he shall not buy nor fee. 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

He hirples twa fauld as he dow, 

WF his teethless gab and his auld held pow, 

And the rain rains down frae his red bleer’d ee — 
That auld man shall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, and me sae young, 

Wi’ his fause heart and flatt’ring tongue. 

That is the thing you ne’er shall see ; 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 



THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.^ 


tune — 'if THOIT’LT play me pais 

HE boniest lad that e’er I saw, 
Bonie laddie, Highland laddie, 
Wore'^ plaid and was fii’ braw, 
Bonie Highland laddie. 

On his head % bonnet blue, 

Bonie laddie, Highland laddie, 

His royal heart was firm and true, 
Bonie Highland laddie. 

Trumpets sound and cannons roar, 
Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie. 

And a’ the hills wi’ echoes roar, 

Bonie Lawland lassie. 

Glory, Honour, now invite, 

Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie. 

For freedom and my King to fight, 
Bonie Lawland lassie. 

The sun a backward course shall take, 
Bonie laddie. Highland laddie. 

Ere aught thy manly courage Shake ; 
Bonie Highland laddie. 



* This song is m the Musical Museum, p. 481, but it has 
ifcut Bums* name to it, Allan Cunningham says, it was 
founded updn a long ditty, called “The Highland lad, and 
Lowland lass.’* 
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Go, for yoursel procure renown, 
Bonie laddie, Highland laddie, 
And for your lawful King his crown 
Bonie Highland laddie ! 


THE COOPER O’ CUDDIE.* 

TUinB— ‘ BAB AT THE bGwSTER * 



HE cooper o’ Cud^e 


^ie cam’ here awa, 

And ea’d the girrs out owre us a’ 

And our gude-wife has gotten a ea’ 
That anger’d the silly gude-man, 0. 
We’!! hide the cooper behind the door, 

Behind the door, behind the door ; 

We’ll hide the cooper behind the door, 

And cover him under a mawn, 0. 


He sought them out, he sought them in, 

Wi’, Dell hae her ! and, Deil hae him I 
But the body was sae doited and blin’, 

He wist na where he was gaun, 0. 

They cooper’d at e’en, they cooper’d at morn, 
’Till our gude-man has gotten the scorn ; 

On ilka brow she’s planted a horn, 

And wears that they shall stan’, 0. 

We’n hide the cooper behind the door. 

Behind the door, behind the door ; 

We’n hide the cooper behind the door, 

And cover him under a mawn, 0. 

This song occurs la the Musical Museum with Burns' 
name. 
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NITHSDALE’S WELCOME HAME 

noble Maxwells and their powers 
Are coming o’er the border, 
id theyll gae bigg Terreagld*s towers, 
An’ set them a’ in order, 

And they declare Terreagle’s fair, 

For their iljbode they choose it ; 

There’s no a h^art in a’ the land, 

But’s lighter ^t the news o’t. 

Tho’ stars in skies may disappear, 

And angry tempests gather ; 

The happy hour may soon be near 
That brings us pleasant weather : 

The weary night o’ care and grief 
May hae a joyful morrow ; 

So dawning day has brought relief — 
Fareweel our night o’ sorrow I 



THE TAILOKt 

TUNE — * THE TAILOR PELL THRO^ THE BFD, THIMBLES AN” A*/ 

Tailor fell thro’ the bed, thimbles 
an’ a’, 

e Tailor feU thro’ the bed, thimbles 
an’ a’; 

♦ These verses are in the Musical Museum, p. 375, but 
i?bt with Burns’ name to them. They have been collated 
with a copy m the Poet’s own hand, 
t The second and fourth stanzas of this song, Burns says, 
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The blankets were thrn, asd the sheela they were 
Bma\ 

The Tailor fell thro’ the bed4 thimbles a * 

The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill 
The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nm ill ; 

The weather was canid, and the laasie lay still, 

Sb^ thought that a tailor could do her nae ill. 

Gie me the groat again, cannyf^oimg man } 

Giemie the groat again, canny young man ; 

The day it is short, and thclKight ft is long, 

The dearest siller that ever I wan I 

There’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane ; 

There’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane; 

There’s some that are dowie, I trow wad be fain 
To see the bit taihr come eMppin^ again. 


THE TITHEB MOBN ♦ 

HE tither mom. 

When I forlorn, 

Aneatb an aik sat moaning, 

I did na trow, 

werd wntteip’by him, the remainder being very old. The 
air IS the march of the Corporation of Tailors, and is played 
at their annual elections and piocebsions. It is in the 
Musical Museum, p 221 , hut without Barns’ name. ^ 

* "The tune,” of this song. Burns says, “is onginally 
fiom the Highlands I have heard a Gaelic song to it, 
which I was told wa's veiy clever , but not by any ^ 
lady’s isong ” It occurs in the Musical Museum, p. 355 , but 
his name is not to it. 
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I’d see my Jo, 

Beside me, gam the gloaming. 

But he sae trig, 

Lap o’er the rig, 

And dawtingly did cheer me, 

When I, what reek, 

Did least expec’. 

To see my lad so near me. 

His Ebnnet he, 

A thouf^ht ajee, 

Cock’d sprusr5when first he clasp’d me 
And I, I wat, 

Wi’ fainness grat, 

While in his grips he press’d me, 

Deil tak’ the war ! 

I late and air, 

Hae wish’d since Jock departed ; 

But now as glad 
Pm wi’ my lad, 

As short syne broken-hearted. 

Fu’ aft at e’en 
Wi’ dancing keen, 

When a’ were blythe and merry, 

I car’d na by, 

Sae sad was I 
In absence o’ my dearie. 

But, praise be blest, 

My mind’s at rest, 

I’m happy wi’ my Johnny : 

At kirk and fair, 

I’se ay be there. 

And be as canty’s ony. 
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THE CARLE OF KBLLYBURN BRAES,^ 

TUNE— ‘ KELLTBUBN BRAES,* 

lived a carle pn Kellybnrn braes 
jy, anu the rae grows bonie wi^^ 
thyme), ^ 

te had a wfie was the plague o’ his 
days; 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

Ae day as the carle gaed up the lang glen 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme), 

He met wi’ the Devil ; says, ^ How do you fen ?’ 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

^ I’ve got a bad wife, sir , that’s a’ my complaint’ 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme), 

^ For, saving your presence, to her ye’re a saint ; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime.’ 

* It’s neither your stot nor your staig I shall crave’ 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme), 

‘ But gie me your wife, man, for her I must have,’ 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

* This song, tstIwcIi is in tlie Musical Museum, p. 392, 
Burns* name, is one to which, in his wife’s homely but 
expressive phrase, the Poet gave a ** terrible brushing,” 
deed so much of it is his own that it is scarcely possible to 
point out what is not. 

VOL. in. 
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^ 0 ^welcome, most kindly/ the blythe carle said 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thym^ 

^ But if ye can match her, ye’re waur nor ye^!Vba’dj 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

The Devil has got the auld wife on his back 
(Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ th 5 rme), 
And, like a poor pedlar, he’s carried his pack , 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prilhe. 

He’s carried her ha^Qe to his ain hallan-door 
(Hey, and the rued^rows bonie wi’ thyme) 

Syne bad her gae in, for a b — h and a w — o, 

And the thyme it is wither’d and rue is in prime. 

Then straight he makes fifty, the pick o’ his band 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme). 

Turn out on her guard in the clap of a hand ; 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prime. 

The carlin gaed thro’ them like ony wud bear 
(Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme), 
Whae’er she gat hands on came near her nae mair ; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

A reekit wee Devil looks over the wa’ 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme), 

^ 0, help, master, help, or she’ll ruin us a’,’ 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 

The Devil he swore by the edge o’ his knife 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme). 

He pitied the man that was tied to a wife; 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 
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Th© JDevil he swore by the kirk and the bell 

and the rue grows bonie with thyme), 
H© was not in wedlock, thank heav’n, but in hell. 
And the thyme it is witherM, and rue is in prime. 

Then Satan has travelled again wi^ his pack 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonie wi’ thyme), 
And^to her auld husband he^s carried her back; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, rue is in prime. 

^ I hae been a Devil the feck / my life’ 

(Hey, and the rue grows b<Jhie wi’ thyme), 

^ But ne’er was in hell, till I met wi’ a wife 
And the thjme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 


THERE WAS A LASS.* 


TUNE— ‘ DUNCAN DAVISON.’ 



[here was a lass, they ca’d her Meg, 
And she held o’er the moors to spin ; 
There was a lad that follow’d her, 
They ca’d him Duncan Davison. 

The moor was driegh, and Meg was skiegh. 

Her favour Duncan could na win ; 

For wi’ the rock she wad him knock, 

And ay she shook the temper-pin. 


This soag is the Musical Museum, p. 156, hut without 
Bunas’ n^me. 
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As o’er the moor they lightly foor, 

A burn was clear, a glen was 

Upon the banks they eased their shanks. 
And ay she set the wheel between : 

But Duncan swore a haly aith, 

That Meg should be a bride theTnorn ; 

Then Meg took up her spinnin’ graith. 
And flung them a’ out o’er the burn* 

We’ll big a tiouse — a wee, wee house,* 
And we wii N^ive like King and Queen, 

Sae blythe an(f merry we will be 
When ye set by the wheel at e’en. 

A man may drink and no be drunk * 

A man may fight and no be slain ; 

A man may kiss a bonie lass, 

And ay be welcome back again. 


THE WEARY FUND O’ TOW.^ 

TIJITE— ‘ THE WEAEY FUND O’ TOW.^ 

weary pund, the weary pun< 

The weary pund o’ tow ; 
think my wife will end her life 
Before she spin her toWi 

* This song is in the Musical Museum, p. 362, hut it 
is not attnbuted to Burns, In Thomson's Collection, vol iv. 
p. 12, a new song to that tune, by Mrs. Hunter, is given, 
^0 which IS added “the old song to the same air,*’ and 
which, with a few trifling variations is the one in the text 
Mr, Allan Cunningham does not state upon what authority 
he has assigned it to Burns. 




OF BURNS. 


197 


I bought my wife a stane o’ lint 
As glide as e’er did grow ; 

‘’jfr.nd a’ that she has made o’ that, 

Is ae poor pund o’ tow. 

There sat a bottle in a bole, 

' Beyont the ingle low, 

And ay she took the tither souk 
To drouk the stowrie tow. 

Quoth I, For shame, jk dirty dame, 
Gae spin your tap ^ ' tow ^ 

She took the rock, and wi’ a knock 
She brak it o’er my pow. 

At last her feet — sang to see’t— 
Gaed foremost o’er the knowe ; 

And or I wad anither jad, 

111 wallop in a^tow. 

The weary pund, the weary pund. 
The weary pund o’ tow I 
I think my wife will end her life 
Before she spin her tow. 


THE PLOUGHMAN. 


JOKE- 


UP Wl’ THE PLOUGHMAN ’ 



HE ploughman he’s a bonie lad. 
His mind is ever true, jo, 

His garters knit below his knee, 
His bonnet it is blue, jo. 


PuthsTied in the Musical Mnseum, p, 173, but not witli 
Burns* name to it. 
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CHOExrs. 

Then up wi’t a’, my ploughman lad^ 
And hey, my merry ploughman; 

Of a’ the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman.^ 

My ploughman he comes hame at e^en. 
He’s aften wat and weary ; 

Cast off the^at, put on the dry, 

And gae W bed, my Dearie 1 
Up wi’t &;e. 

I will wash my ploughman’s hose, 

And I will dress his o’erlay ; 

I will mak my ploughman’s bed, 

And cheer him late and early. 

Up wi’t a’, &c. 

I hae been east, I hae been west, 

I hae been at Saint Johnston, 

The boniest sight that e’er I saw 
Was the ploughman laddie dancin’. 
Up wi’t a’, <fee. 

Snaw-white stockins on his legs, 

And siller buckles glancin’; 

A gude blue bannet on his head. 

And 0, but he was handsome 
Up wi’t a’, &c. 

Commend me to the barn yard, 

And the corn-mou,. man ; 

I never gat my co^ie fou 
Till I met wi’ the ploughman. 

Up wi’t a’, &c. 
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THE OAELES OF DYSAET * 

TUNE— ^ HEY OA’ thro’.’ 

S P the carles o’ Dysart, 

And the lads o’ Buckhaven, 
And the kinrliers o’ Largo, 

And thr^ asses o’ Leyen. 

Hey, ea’ th .o^ ca’ thro’. 

For we hae mickle ado ; 

Hey, ca’ thro’, ca^ thro’, 

For we hae mickle ado. 

We hae tales to tell, 

And we hae sangs to sing; 

We hae pennies to spend. 

And we hae pints to bring. 

We’ll live a’ our days, 

And them that come behin’. 

Let them do the like. 

And spend the gear they win. 

Hey, ca’ thro’, ea’ thro’. 

For we hae mickle ado ; 

Hey, ca’ thrd^, ca’ thro’, 

For we hae mickle ado. 

* Published -without Burns’ name, in the Musical Museum, 
p. 362. It 13 believed,” says Allan Cunningham, be 
all from his o-wn hand, it was never printed or heard of 
before.” 
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WEARY FA’ YOU, DUNCAN GRAY, 

TTJNB — ^ DUNCAN GRAY,’ 

^iB ^ I^^ EARY fa’ you, Duncan Gray — 

M Ha, the girdm o’t ^ 

Wae gae'^iy you, Duncan Gray — 

Ha, h^<he girdin o’t ! 

When a’ the lave^gae to their play, 

Then I maun sit the lee-lang day, 

And jog the cradle wi’ my tae, 

And a’ for the girdin o’t. 

Borne was the Lammas moon — 

Ha, ha, the girdm o’t I 
Glowrm’ a’ the hills aboon — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t I 
The girdin hrak, the beast cam down, 

I tint my curch, and haith my shoon ; 

Ah ! Duncan, ye’re an unco loon — 

Wae on the bad girdin o’t ! 

But, Duncan, gin ye’ll keep your aith — 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Ise bless you wi’ my hindmost hre^h— 

Ha, ha, the girdin o’t I 

Ting gong was first published in the Musical Museum, 
p.^68, but without Burns’ name Another song on the 
same hero, beginning ‘ Duncan Gray cam here to woo,* has 
been given previously. 
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Duncan^ gin ye’U keep your aith, 
beast again can bear us baith, 

And mid Mess John will mend the skaith, 
And clout the bad girdin o’fc* 


MY HOGGIE^ 

TUNE— ‘ WHAT WILL 1 1>0 ^ MT HOQGIE ElE.’ 

T will I do gin my Hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pride, my Hoggie ! 
y only beast, I had nae mae. 

And Yow but I was yogie ! 

The lee-lang night we watch’d the fauld, 

Me and my faithfu’ doggie ; 

We heard nought but the roaring Imn, 

Amang the braes sae scroggie ; 

* Of this song, which is m the Musical Museum, p. 130, 
Without the author’s name. Burns says, ** Dr. Walker, who 
was minister of Moffat in 1772, and is now (1791) professor 
of natural history in the University of Edinburgh, told the 
following anecdote concerning this air: he said that some 
gentlemen iiding a few years ago through Biddlesdale, 
stopped at ^hamlet consisting of a few houses, called Moss 
Platt, when they weie struck with this tune which an old 
woman spinning on a rock at her door was singing All 
she could tell conceining it was that she was taught it when 
a child, and it was called ‘ What will I do gin my Hoggie 

die.’ Ho person, except a few females at Moss Platt, knew 
this fine old tune, which in all probahiHty would have bleu 
lost had not one of the gentlemen, who happened to have a 
fiute with him, taken it down.” 
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But the houlet cry^d frae the caetle wa^ 
The blitter frae the boggie, 

The tod reply^d upon the hill, 

I trembled for my Hoggie, 

When day did daw, and cocks did cr^w, 
The morning it was foggie ; 

An’ unco tyke lap o’er the dyke, 

And maist has kill’d my Hoggie. 


WHERE HAE YE BEEN. 

TUNE— ^ KILLIECEANKIB.’ 

» HARE hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 

Whare hae ye been sae brankie, 0 ? 
0, whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 
Cam ye by Killieerankie, 0 ? 

An’ ye had been whare I hae been. 

Ye wad na been so cantie, 0 j 
An’ ye had seen what I hae seen, 

On the braes o’ Killieerankie, 0# 

I fought at land, I fought at sea ; 

At hame I fought my auntie, 0 ; 

But I met the DeTil an’ Dundee, 

On the braes o’ Killieerankie, 0'. 

The bauld Pitcur fell in a furr, 

An’ davers got a clankie, 0 ; 

Or I had fed an Athole gled, 

On the braes o’ Killieerankie, 0, 

* This song is in the Musical Museum, p. 302, without 
Bums’ name. 
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COCK UP TOUR BEAVER.* 

TUJTE— ^ COCK tJP TOXJE BEATER.* 

first my brave Johnnie lad 
Came to this 
He had a bine jMnet 
That wanteC'the crown ; 

But now he has gotten 
A hat and a feather,-— 

Hey, brave Johnnie lad, 

Cock up your beaver I 

Cock up your beaver. 

And cock it fu’ sprush, 

We’ll over the border 
And gie them a brush ; 

There’s somebody there 

We’ll teach better behaviour — 

Hey, brave Johnnie kd, 

Cock up your beaver I 

* Printed in the Musical Museum, p. 319, but not Tfith 
Bums* naAe. It is an improved version of the older song, 
* Cock up your heaver,’ 
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THE HERON BALLADS. 

TIRST BALLAB. 

■ HOM will yolx send to London town, 
To Parliament and a’ that ? 

Or wha'\ a’ the country round 
The bes \deserves to fa’ that ? " 

For a’ t\iat, an’ a’ that. 

Thro’ Galloway and a’ that ; 

Where is the laird or belted knight 
That best deserves to fa’ that ? 

Wha sees Kerroughtree’s open yett, 

And wha is’t never saw that ? 

Wha ever wi’ Kerroughtree meets 
And has a doubt of a’ that ^ 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that; 

The independent patriot, 

The honest man, an’ a’ that. 

Tho’ wit and worth in either sex, 

St. Mary’s Isle can shaw that 
Wx’ dukes an’ lords let Selkirk mix^ 

And weel does Selkirk fa’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that I 
The independent commoner 
Shall be the man for a’ that. 
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But why should we to nobles jouk, 

And it’s against the law that ; 

Fo^why, a lord may be a gouk, 

Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that ! 

A lord may be a lousy loun, 

Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that. 

A beardless boy comes o’f/the hills, 

Wi’ uncle’s purse an’/ji’ that ; 

But we’el hae ane frae mang oursels, 

A man we ken, an’ a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that ! 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that ! 

For we’re not to be bought an’ sold 
Like naigs, an’ nowt, an’ a’ that. 

Then let us drink the Stewartry, 
Kerroughtree’s laird, an’ a’ that, 

Our representative to be. 

For weel he’s worthy a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that 1 
A House of Commons such as he, 
They would be blest that saw that. 



THE SOJSTGS 


2oe 


THE ELECTION. 

SECOra BALLAD. 

Y, let US a’ to Kirkcudbright, 

For tJjDre will be bickerin' there ; 
For Muff's light-horse are to muster, 
And 0,\ow the heroes wiU swear ! 

An’ there will be' Murray commander, 

And Gordon the battle to win , 

Like brothers they’ll stand by each other, 
Sae knit in alliance an’ km. 

An’ there will be black-lippit Johnnie, 

The tongue o’ the trump to them a’; 

An he get na hell for his haddin’ 

The Deil gets na justice ava’ ; 

An’ there will be Kempleton’s birkie, 

A boy no sae black at the bane. 

But, as for his fine nabob fortune, 

We’ll e’en let the subject alane. 

An’ there will be Wigton’s new sheriff, 
Dame Justice fu’ brawlie has sp^, 

She’s gotten the heart of a Bushby, 

But, Lord, what’s become o’ the head ? 

An’ there will be Cardoness, Esquire, 

Sae mighty in Cardoness’ eyes ; 

A wight that wiU weather damnation. 

For the Devil the prey will despise. 
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An’ there will be Douglasses doughty, 
IJew christ’ning towns far and near ! 
Ajul^ng their democrat doings, 

By kissing the — o’ a peer ; 

An’ there will be Kenmure sae gen’rous, 
Whose honour is proof to the storm. 
To save them from stark reprobation. 

He lent them his name to the firm. 


Bht we winna mention Rej^^astle, 

The body e’en let him^|seape ! 

He’d venture the gallows for siller, 

An’ ’twere na the cost o’ the rape. 
An’ where is our King’s lord lieutenant, 
Sae fam’d for his gratefu’ return ? 
The billie is gettin’ his questions, 

To say in St. Stephen’s the mom. 


An’ there will be lads o’ the gospel, 
Muirhead wha’s as gude as he’s true ; 
An’ there wiU be Buittle’s apostle, 

Wha’s more o’ the black than the blue; 
An’ there will be folk from St. Mary’s, 

A house o’ great merit and note, 

The Deil ane but honours them highly, — 
The Deil ane wiU gie them his vote ! 


An’ there will be wealthy young Richard, 
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck; 
For prodigal, thriftless, bestowing, 

His merit had won him respect 
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An^ there will be rich brother nabobs, 
Though nabobs, yet men of the first 

An’ there will be Collieston’s whiske*1^, 

An’ Quintin, o’ lads not the worst. 

An’ there will be stamp-office Johnnjp, 

Tak tent how ye purchase a dram ; 

An’ there will be gay Cassencarrie, 

An’ there will be gleg Colonel Tam ; 

An’ there wilKbe trusty Kerroughtree, 
Whose honcjvV was ever his law, 

If the virtues whe pack’d in a parcel. 

His worth might be sample for a’. 

An’ can we forget the auld major, 

Wha’H ne’er be forgot in the Greys, 

Our flatt’ry we’ll keep for some other. 

Him only ’tis justice to praise. 

An’ there will be maiden Kilkerran, 

And also Barskimming’s gude knight; 

An’ there will be roarin’ Birtwhistle, 

Wha, luckily, roars in the right. 

An’ there, frae the Niddisdale’s borders. 
Will mingle the Maxwells in droves ; 

Teugh Johnnie, staunch Geordie, an’ Walie, 
That griens for the fishes an’ loaves ; 

An’ there will be Logan Mao Bowa^l, 
Sculdudd’ry an’ he will be there, 

•An’ also the wild Scot o’ Galloway, 
Sodgerin’, gunpowder Blair. 

Then hey the chaste interest o’ Broughton, 
An’ hey for the blessmgs ’twill bring ! 
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It may send Balmaghie to the Commons, 
In Modern ’twoiild make him a King ; 
Ari! hey for the sanctified Murray, 

Our land who wi' chapels has stor’d; 
He founder’d his horse among harlots, 
But gied the auld naig to the Lord. 


AN EXCELLENT N^1V’=''SONG. 

THIED 

A Will by my troggin, 

Fine election ware ; 
Broken trade o’ Broughton, 
A’ in high repair. 



* The public are indebted to Mr. Allan Cunningham for 
first inserting these Ballads in an edition of Bums* works. 
In a letter from him to Mr. Heron, in 1794 or 1795, he says, 
** I enclose some copies of a couple of political Ballads, one 
of which I believe you have never seen Would to Heaven 
I conld make you master of as many v^tes in the Stewartry I 
But — 

* Who does the utmost that he can, 

‘Hoes well, acts nobly, angels could no more.’ 

In order to bring my humble efforts to bear with more effect 
on the fie, I have pnvately printed a good many copies of 
both ballads, and have sent them among my fnends all 
about the country.” “You have alreadj’-, as your auxiliary, 
the sober detestation of mankind on the heads of your oppo- 
nents; and I swear by the lyre of Thalia, to muster on your 
side all the votaries of honest laughter, and fair and candid 
ridicule^* Of these ballads Mi. Cunningham observed. 
These songs were wiitten to serve Patrick Heion, of Ker- 
roughtree, in two elections, in which he was opposed, fi,lfet, 
by Cordon of Balmaghie, and secondly by the Hon. Mont- 
gomery Stewart. They are known to the peasantry as the 
Heron Ballads ” 

YOB. III. 
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Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o’ Dee ; 

Wha wants troggm 
Let him come to me. 

There’s a noble Earl’s 
Fame and high renown, 

For an auld sang — 

It’s thought the gudes were stowh. 

8uv braw troggin, &c. 

Here’s the^orth o’ Broughton 
In a needle’s ee ; 

Here’s a reputation 
Tint by Balmaghie. 

Buy braw troggm, <fec. 

Here’s an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn ; 

Frae the downs o’ Tinwald — 

So was never worn. 

Buy braw troggin, <fec. 

Here’s its stuff and lining, 

Cardoness’ head; 

Fine for a sodger 
A’ the wale o’ lead. 

Buy braw troggm, <S:g. 

Here’s a little wadset 
Buittles scrap o’ truth. 

Pawn’d in a gin shop 
Quenching holy drouth. 

Buy braw troggm, 
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Here’s armorial bearings 
Frae the manse o’ Urr ; 

The crest, an auld crab-apple 
Rotten at the core. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here is Satan’s picture, 

Like a bizzard gled, 

Pouncing poor Redcastle, 
Sprawlin’ as a taed. 

Buy braw tn%gin, &c. 

Here’s the worth and wisdom 
CoHieston can boast ; 

By a thievish midge 

They had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin, drc. 

Here is Murray’s fragments 
O’ the ten commands ; 

Gifted by black Jock 

To get them aff his hands. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Saw ye e’er sic trog^n ? 

If to buy ye’re slack, 

Homie’s turnin’ chapman, — 
He’ll buy a’ the pack. 

Buy braw troggin, 
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YE SONS OF OLD KILLIE. 

TUNE— ^ SHAWBOT.’ 

E sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie, 
To follow the noble vocation ; 

Your thrifty old mother has scarce such 
^another 
To sit in that honoured station. 

IVe little to say, bupt only to pray, 

As praymg^s the ton of your fashion ; 

A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse, 

’Tis seldom her favourite passion. 

Ye powers who preside o’er the wind and the tide, 
Who marked each element’s border ; 

Who formed this frame with beneficent aim, 
Whose sovereign statute is order ; 

Within this dear mansion may wayward contention 
Or withered envy ne’er enter ; 

May secresy round be the mystical boxmd. 

And brotherly love be the centre ! 

* This song was pnnted by Mr. Allan Cunmngham from 
the original in the Poet’s hand-writing, in the possession of 
Gahnel Neil of Glasgow, with the following^ote attached 
to it : “ This song, wrote by Mr. Burns, was sung by him 
m the Kilmarnock Kilwinning Lodge, in X 786 , and given by 
him to Mr. Parker, who was master of the lodge.” 
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YE JACOBITES BY NAME.^ 

TUNE— ^ TB JACOBITES BY NAME,’ 

E Jacobites by name, give an ear, give 
an ear ; 

Ye Jacobites by ^ame, give an ear ; 
Ye Jacobites by name, 

^ Your fautes I will ptoelaim, 

Your doctrines I maim blame — 

You shall hear. 

What is right and what is wrang, by the law, by 
the law ? 

What is right and what is wrang by the law ? 
What is right and what is wrang? 

A short sword and a iang, 

A weak arm, and a strang 
For to draw. 

What makes heroic strife, fam^d afar, fam^d afar ? 
What makes heroic strife fam’d afar ? 

What makes heroic strife ? 

To«vhet th’ assassin’s knife, 

Or hunt a parent’s hfe 
Wi’ biuidie war. 

Tbis song occurs in tbe Musical Museum, p. 383, but 
not ‘With Barns’ name. 
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Then let your schemes alone, in the state, in th^ 
state ; 

Then let your schemes alone in the sta ^ ; 
Then let your schemes alone, 

Adore the rising sun, 

And leave a man undone 
To his fate. 


SONG— AH, CHLORIS.^ 

TUNE — ' MAJOE OEAHAM * 

Chloris, since it may na be, 
That thou of love wilt hear ; 

‘ from the lover thou maun flee, 
Yet let the friend be dear. 

Altho’ I love my Chloris mair 
Than ever tongue could tell ; 

My passion I will ne’er declare. 

I’ll say, I wish thee well : 

Tho’ a’ my daily care thou art, 

And a’ my nightly dream. 

I’ll hide the struggle in my heart, 

And say it is esteem. 



* This song is printed, it is presumed, for tlie first time 
from a copy in the Poet’s own hand. Ghlons, it has heen 
already remarked, was Miss Jean Lonmer, 
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WHAN I SLEEP I DREAM.^ 

I sleep I dream, 
han I wauk Fm eirie, 

) I canna get, 

>r thinkin^ o’ my dearie. 

Lanely night comes on, 

A’ the house are sleeping,^ 

I think on the bonie lad 
That has my heart'-a keeping. 

Ay waukin 0, waukin ay and wearie. 

Sleep I canna get, for thinkin’ o^ my dearie. 

Lanely night comes on, 

A’ the house are sleeping, 

I think on my bonie lad. 

An’ I bleer my een wi’ greetin’ I 
Ay waukin, &e. 



KATHARINE JAPFRAY.t 

HERE liv’d a lass in yonder dale. 

And down in yonder glen, 0 
And Katharine Jaifray was her name, 
Weel known to many men. 0 

* This song, which very closely resembles * Simmer’s a 
pleasant time/ already given, is taken horn a copy in Bjgms* 
own hand. 

t This song is printed from a copy in the Poet’s own 
hand 
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Out came the lord of Lauderdale 
Out frae the south eoiuitrie* 0 
AU for to court this pretty maid 
Her bridegroom for to be. 0 

He’s toll’d her father and mother baith, 
As I hear sindry say, 0 
But he has na toll’d the lass hersel 
Till on her wedding day. 0 

Then cam the Laird o’ Lochinton 
Out frae the Efglish border, 

All for to court this pretty maid, 

AU mounted m good order. 


THE COLLIER LADDIE.* 

WHARE live ye my bonie lass, 

And tell me how they ca’ ye ? 

My name, she says, is Mistress Jean, 
And I foUow my Collier laddid! 

* See Gromek’s Select Scottish Songs, vol. p, 9, ajad 
vol. i. p 60. 

Tbis song occurs in the Musical Museum, p. 372, with- 
out Burris’ name, and though the way he alludes to it, * I do 
not know a blyther old song than this,' makes it unlikely 
that^Sie was the author (Gromek’s Songs, li 9)^ it is afctn- 
buted to him by Mr. Allan Gunningham. A copy with 
tnfling variations emsts in the Poet’s own hand. 
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0 see ye not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on sae brawly : 

They ’ are mine, and they shall be thine, 
If ye''ll leave your CoUier laddie. 

And ye shall gang in rich attire, 

Weel buskit up fu’ gaudy ; 

And ane to wait at every hand. 

If ye’ll leave your Collier laddie. 

Tho’ ye had a’ the sun shine’s on, 

And the earth conceals^jsae lowly ; 

1 would turn my back on you and it a’, 
And embrace my Collier laddie. 

I can win my five pennies m a day, 

And spend it at night fu’ brawlie ; 

I can m^ my bed in the Collier’s neuk, 
And lie down wi’ my Colher laddie. 

Loove for loove is the bargain for me, 

Tho’ the wee cot-house should haud me ; 

And the warld before me to win my bread, 
And fare fa’ my Colher laddie. 
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WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPY DAYS.^ 



!EN I think on the happy days 
I spent wi’ you, my dearie ; 

And now what lands between us lie^ 
How oan I be but eerie ! 


How slow ye mo\l, ye heavy hours, 
As ye were wae and weary ! 

It was na sae ye glinted by 
When I was wi' my dearie. 


YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OF A’ THE PLAIN.t 

TUNE — * THE CARLIN O* THE GLEN.’ 



OUNG Jamie, pride of sJ the plain, 
Sae gallant and sae gay a swain ; 
Thro’ a’ our lasses he did rov^*, 

And reign’d resistless King of Lote : 


* This song is printed from a copy in Bums* own hand 5 
bu^there is no proof that it was written hy him, though the 
internal evidence is certainly strong. 

f Of t^ song nothing more seems to be known than that 
it occurs in the Musical Museum, p. 433, without a name. , 
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But now wi’ sighs and starting tears, 
He strays amang the woods and briers 5 
Oi^in the glens and rocky caves 
His sad complaining dowie raves ; 

I wha sae late did range and rove, 

And changed with every moon my love, 
I little thought the time was near, 
Eepentance I should buy sae dear : 

The slighted maids my torment see, 
And laugh at a’ the pangs I dree ; 

While she, my cruel, ‘^cornfu^ fair, 
Forbids me e’er to sOeTier mair I 


THE HEATHER WAS BLOOMING * 


heather was blooming, the meadows 
were mawn, 

IT lads gaed a hunting, ae day at the 
dawn, 

* Therms some doubt whether this song (which occurs iu 
Oromek’s Eeliques from a copy in Bams’ own hand,) was 
wntten by him, and it is not adopted by Mr. Allan Cun- 
ningham. Gilbert Burns, in a letter to Mr. Oromek, in 
February, 1809, says of it, and of the veises “ Here’s a bottle 
and an honest fnend,” “If you are not well informfi of 
their legitimacy, I should doubt their being my brother’s : 
but for that doubt I have no authority except which is 
suggested by my own mmd in the reading of thdhi*” 
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WAE IS MY HEART. 

is my heart, and the tear’s in my ee ; 
ng, lang, joy’s been a stranger to me : 
•rsaken and friendless my burden I 
bear, 

And the sweet voice o’ pity ne’er sounds m my ear. 

Love, thou hast pleasures^ and deep hae I loved ; 
Love, thou hast sorrows ; and sair hae I proved : 
But this bruised heart that now bleeds in my breast, 
I can feel its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

0 if I were where happy I hae been ; 

Down by yon stream and yon boni^* castle green : 
For there he is wand’ring and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae Phillis’s ee. 



EPPIE 

SAW ye my dearie, my Eppie M^Nab ? 
0 saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab ? 
She’s down in the yard, she’s kissin’ the 
laird, 

* The remark on the last song applies also to this, 
f Published m the Museum, p. 346, "without any name i 
and Burns m hi$ notes on that work merely says, “ The old 
song with this title has more wit than decency.*' 
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She winna come hame to her ain Jock Rab, 

0 come thy ways to me, my Eppie M^Nab ! 

0 come thy ways to me, my Eppie M'Nab ! 
Whatever thou has done, be it late, be S, soon, 
Thou’s welcome again to thy am Jock Rab. 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M'J^ab ? 
What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M‘Nab ? 
She lets thee to wit, that she has thee forgot^ 
And for ever disowns thee, her ain Jock j^b, 
0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie M"Nab ! 

0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie M^Nab ! 

As light as the air, and fanse as then’s fair, 
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy ain Jock Bab. 


AE DAY A BRAW WOOER * 

day a braw wooer came down the 
laBg glen, 

And sair wi’ his love he did deave me ; 
But I said there was naething I hated 
like men. 

The Deuce gae wi’ him to believe me. 

A weel stocket mailen himsel o’t the laird, 

An’ bridal aff han’ was the proffer, 

I never loot on, that I ken’d or I car’d, 

But thought I might get a waur offer. 

This song is introduced upon the authority of the 
Musical Museum, p. 538, where it was pubhshed with Bums’ 
name attached to it. 
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He spake o’ the darts o’ my home black een, 

An’ o’ for my love he was diein’ ; 

Ilsaid, he might die when he liket for Jean, 
The^nde forgie me for bein’. 

But what do ye think, in a fortnight or less, 
(The Deil’s in his taste to gae near her) 

He’s down to the castle to black cousin Bess, 
Think how the jade I cou’d endure her. 

An’ a’ the niest ouk as I fretted wi’ care, 

I gade to the tryst o’ Imlgarlock ; 

An’ wha but my braw ficMe wooer was there, 
Wha glowr’d as i^ he’d seen a warlock. 

Out owre my left shouther I gie’d him a blink. 
Lest neighbours should think I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper’d as he’d been in drink, 

An’ vow’d that I was a dear lassie. 

I spier’d for my cousin, fa’ couthie an’ sweet. 
An’ if she’d recover’d her bearin’ ; 

An’ how my auld shoon fitted her shachel’d feet, 
Gude saf’ us how he fell a swearin’. 

He b§gg’d me for Gudesake that I’d be his wife, 
Or else I wad kiU him wi’ sorrow j 

An’ just to preserve the poor bodie in life, 

I thin?: I will wed him to-morrow. 
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AWAY TO BONIE TWEEDSIDE. 

OLD my love how green the groves, 
The primrose banks how 
le balmy gales awake the fiow’rs, 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 

The lavrock shuns the pdace gay, 

And o’er the cottage sings ; 

For Nature smiles as sweet I ween, 

To shepherds as to Kings. 

' Let minstrels sweep the skilful string. 

In lordly lighted ha’ ; 

The shepherd stops his simple reed 
Blythe in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi’ scorn ; 

But are their hearts as light as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd in the flowery glen 
In shepherd’s phrase will woo ; 

The courtier tells a finer tale, 

But 18 his heart as true ? 

These wild wood flow’rs I’ve pu’d to deck 
That spotless breast o’ thine ; 

The courtier’s gems may witness love; 

But ’tis na love like mine. 

This song was published, by Thomson, with 
nafie, in. the fifth volume of his collection; and m his sixthd 
It again occurs harmonized for three voices, omitting somel 
verses, and entitled, ** * Low down m the broom the versesf 
by Burnl!” 
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THE TORBOLTON LASSES. 

ye gae up to yon hill-tap, 

Ye’ll there see bonie Peggy ; 
3he kens her father is a laird, 
And she forsooth’s a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
Besides a handsome fortune * 

Wha eanna win her night, 

Has little art in courting. 

Gae down by Fade, and taste the ale, 
And tak a look o’ Mysie ; 

She’s dour and din, a deil %vithin, 

IBut aibiins she may please ye* 

If she be shy, her sister try. 

Ye’ll maybe fancy Jenny, 

If ye’U dispense wi’ want o’ sense — 
She kens hersel she’s bonie. 

As ye gae up by yon hill side, 

Speer in for bonie Bessy ; 

She’ll gi’e ye a beck, and bid ye light, 
An^ handsomely address ye. 

There’s few sae bonie, nane sae gude, 
In a’ King George’ dominion ; 

If ye should doubt the truth o’ this — 
It’s Bessy’s ain opinion I 

VOL. III. 
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THE TORBOLTON LASSES. 

Torbolton, ye ken, there are proper 
young men. 

And proper young lasses and«a^, man ; 
Lit ken ye the Ronalds that live in the 
Bennals, 

They carry the gree frae them a’, man. 

Their father’s a laird, and weel he can spare’t^ 
Braid money to to^er them a’, man, 

To proper young men, hell clink in the hand 
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man. 

There’s ane they ca’ Jean, til warrant yeVe seen 
As borne a lass or as braw, man, 

But for sense and guid taste she’ll vie wi’the beat, 
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man.* 

The charms o’ the min’, the langer they shine. 
The mair admiration they draw, man ; 

WSile peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies, 
They fade and they wither awa, man. 

If ye be for Miss Jean, take this frae a frien’, 

A hint o’ a rival or twa, man. 

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad gang through the fire, 
If that wad entice her awa, man. 

The Laird o’ Braehead has been on his speed, 

For mair than a towmond or twa, man, 

'The Laird o’ the Ford will straught on a boar^,' 

If he canna get her at a’, man. 
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Then Anna comes m, the pride o’ her kin, 

The boast of our bachelors a’, man ; 

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, 

She sials our affections awa, man. 

If I should detail the pick and the wale 
0’ lasses that live here awa, man, 

The fault wad be mine, if they didna shine, 

The sweetest and best o’ them a’, man. 

I lo’e her mysel, but darena weel tell, 

My poverty keeps me in awe, man, 

For making o’ rhymes, andJivorking at times, 

Does little or naethnig at a’, man. 

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse. 

Nor ha’e’t in her power to say na, man, 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure, 

My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man. 

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride. 

And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can hand up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed, 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man. 

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best, 
0’ pairs o’ guid breeks I ha’e twa, man. 

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps. 
And ne’^r a wrang steek in them a’, man. 

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new, 
Twal’ hundred, and white as the snaw, man, 

A ten-shillings’ hat, a Holland cravat; 

There are no mony poets sae braw, man. 



228 


THE SOKGS 


I never had frien’e, weel stockit in means, 

To leave me a hundred or twa’, man, 

Nae weel toohered aunts, to wait on their dr^ts, 
And wish them in hell for it a’, man.*^ 

I never was canny for hoarding o^ money, 

Or claiightin’t together at a’, man, ♦ 

I’ve little to spend, and naething to lend, 

But deevil a shilling I awe, man. 

* * * # ^>6 


THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS O’ NITH. 

TUIOB— ‘ trp Ann WAUE THEM A’.^ 

Laddies by the banks o’ Nith, 
^ad trust his Grace wi’ a’ Jamie, 
t he’ll sair them, as he sair’d the 
King- 

Turn tail and rin awa, Jamie. 

IJp and waur them a’, Jamie, 

Up and waur them a ’ ; 

The Johnstons hae the guidin’ o% 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa. 

The day he stude his country’s friend. 

Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 

Or frae puir man a blessin’ wan,^ 

That day the duke ne’er saw, Jamie* 

But wha is he, his country’s boast f 
like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 

Jhere no a callant tents the kye. 

But kens o’ Westerha’, Jamie. ' 
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To enid the wark, here’s Whistlebirek, 
Laug may his whistle blaw, Jamie; 
And^Maxwell true o’ sterling blue, 
And we’U be Johnstons a’, Jamie. 


THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANY. 

TUNE— ‘ many’s DKEAM.’ 



Y heart is wae, afd unco wae, 

To think upon the raging sea, 

That roars between her gardens green 
And the bonie Lass of Albany. 


This lovely maid’s of royal blood 
That rided Albion’s kingdoms three, 
But oh, alas, for her bonie face. 

They hae wrang’d the Lass of Albany. 


In the rolling tide of spreading Clyde, 
There sits an isle of high degree, 

And a town of fame, whose princely name 
Should grace the Lass of Albany. 

But there’s a youth, a witless youth, 

That <llls the place where she should be ; 
We’H send him o’er to his native shore, 
And bring our ain sweet Albany. 


Alas the day, and woe the day, 

A false usurper wan the gree, 

Who now commands the towers and lands — 
The rojral right of Albany. 
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We^ll daily pray, we'll nightly pray, 

On bended knees most ferventlie, 

The time may como, with pipe and urum, 
We'll welcome hame fair Albany. 

SONG. 

TUNE—* MAQOY LAUPER.’ 

« HEN first I saw fair Jeanie's face 
I couldna tell what ail'd me, 

My heart <?ent fluttering pit-a-pat. 
My een they almost fail'd me. 
She's aye sae neat, sae trim, sae tight. 

All grace does round her hover, 

Ae look depriv'd me o' my heart, 

And I became a lover. 

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She's aye sae blithe and oheerie, 
She's aye sae bonie, blithe, and gay, 
0 gin I were her dearie ! 

Had I Bundas's whole estate. 

Or Hopetoun's wealth to shine in ; ^ 
Bid warlike laurels crown my brow, ' 

Or humbler bays entwining — 

I'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet. 

Could I but hope to move her. 

And prouder than a belted knight, 

I'd be my Jeanie's lover. 

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &o, 

Brt sair I fear some happier swain 
Has gain'd sweet Jeanie's favour ; 
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If SQ, may every bliss be hers, 

Though I maun never have her : 

Bu^- gang she east, or gang she west, 
^Twixt Forth and Tweed aH over, 

While men have eyes, or ears, or taste, 
She’ll always find a lover. 

She’s aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &o. 


AN’ 0! MY EPPIEl* 

0 1 my Eppie, 

jOKCT My jewel, my Eppie ! 

Wha wadna be happy 
Wi’ Eppie Adair ? 

By love, and by beauiy. 

By law, and by duty, 

I swear to be true to 
My Eppie Adair ! 

An’ 0 I my Eppie, 

My jewel, my Eppie I 
Wha wadna be happy 
Wi’ Eppie Adair? 

A’ pleasure exile me, 

Dishonour defile me, 

If e’er I beguile thee. 

My Eppie Adair J 

* This song, which has been ascribed to Burns by ^me 
of his IMitors, is in the Musical Museum without any 
name. 
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GUDEEN TO YOU, KIMMER.^ 

^^^^^UDEEN to you, Kimmer, 
fl And how de ye do ? 

Hiccup, quo* Kimmer, 

The better that l*m fou* 

We’re a’ noddm, nid nid noddin. 
We’re a’ noddin at our house at 
hame. 

Kate sits i’ the neuk, 

Suppin heDbroo ; 

Deil tak Kate 
An’ she be na noddin lo,- . 

We’re a’ noddin, &o. 

How’s a’ wx' you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye fare ? 

A pint o’ the best o’t, 

And twa pints mair. 

We’re a’ noddin, &c. 

How’s a’ wi’ you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye thrive ; 

How mony bairns hae ye ? 

Quo’ Kimmer, I hae five. 

We’re a’ noddin, &c. 

Are they a’ Johny’s ? 

Eh I atweel no : 

Twa o’ them were gotten 
When Johny was awa. 

We’re a’ noddin. 

* These verses occ\ir Jn the Musical Museum, p. 540, and 
are said to be ** colrected by Burns^j’’ 
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Cats like milk, 

And dogs like broo ; 
Lads like lasses weel, 

And lasses lads too. 
We’re a’ noddin, &c. 


MOBAG.^ 

WAT ye wha that lo’es me, 

And has heart a-keeping? 

0 sweet IS she that lo’es me, 

As dews o’ summer weeping, 

In tears the rose-buds steeping : 

0 that’s the lassie o my heart, 

My lassie, eyer dearer ; 

0 that’s the queen o’ woman-kind, 

And ne’er a ane to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie, 

In grace and beauty charming ; 

That e’en thy chosen lassie, 

Erewhile thy breast sae warming. 

Had ne’er sic powers alarming : 

0 that’s the lassie, &c. 

If thou hast heard her talking, 

And thy attention’s plighted. 

This song is said, in Thomson’s Collection, vol. ii* 
22, to have been written for that work by Bums j b>^t it 
not included in Mr. Cunningbam’s edition Both it and 
Bums’ “Loud blaw the frosty breezes,” are set to the tune 
of Morag. 
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That ilka body talking 

But her, by thee is slighted, 

And thou art all delighted ; 

0 that’s the lassie, &c. 

If thou hast met this fair one, — 
When frae her thou hast parted. 
If every other fair one, 

But her, thou hast deserted. 

And thou art broken-hearted ; 

0 that’s the lassie, &o. 


,0 THAT I HAD NE’ER BEEN MARRIED, 

B THAT I had ne’er been married, 

I wad never had nae care ; 

Now I’ve gotten wife and bairns. 

An’ they cry crowdie ever mair. 
Ance crowdie, twice crowdie, 

Three times crowdie in a day ; 

Gin ye crowdie ony mair, 

Ye’ll crowdie a’ my meal away, 

Waefu’ want and hunger fley me, 

Glowrm by the hallan en’; 

Sair I fecht them at the door, 

But ay I’m eerie they come ben, 

Ance crowdie, &c. 

%This song, which is not included in Mr Cunningham’s 
elaborate edition, occurs in the Musical Museum, p. 613 . 
It IS ther^ said to be "corrected by R. Bums,” the last 
verse is supposed to have been added by him. 
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THEEE’S NEWS, LASSES * 

HERE’S news, lasses, news, 

Gude news IVe to tell, 

There’s a boat fu’ o’ lads 
Come to our town to sell, 
e wean wants a cradle, 
the cradle wants a cod, 

* I’ll no gang to my bed 
[Jntil I get a nod, 

Father, quo’ she, Mither, quo’ sh«^ 

Do what ye can, 
t’ll no gang to my bed 
TiR I get a man. 

The wean, &o. 

I hae as gude a craft rig 
As made o’ yird and stane; 

And waly fa’ the ley-crap 
For I maun till’d again. 

The wean, &o, 

song is also copied from the Musical Museum, 
p. 609 , because it is said to have been mitten for that work 
bj Bums. 
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SCROGGAM* 

HERE was a wife wonn’d in C^kpen, 
Scroggam ; 

She brew'd gude ale for gentlenjen, 
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum. 

The gudewife's dochter fell in a fever, 
Scroggam , 

The priest o' the parish fell in anither, 

Sing auld Cowl, lay yiu down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum. 

They laid the twa T the bed thegither, 
Scroggam ; 

That the heat o' the tane might cool the tither, 
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum. 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOYE.t 



RAE the friends and land I love. 
Driven by Fortune’s felly spit^ 
Prae my best belov’d I rove. 
Never mair to taste delight. 


This song is inserted from the Musical Museum, p. 558, 
T^here it is said to have been written for that work, by 
Burns. 

t -^^rinted in the Musical Museum, p- 312, without the 
name of the author: and Burns says, “ I added the four last 
lines by of giving a turn to the theme of the poem such 
as It IS ” 
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Never mair matin hope to find 
Ease frae toil, relief frae eare, 

When remembrance wrecks the mind, 
Pleasures but unveil despair. 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear^ 
Desart ilka bloomingBhore ; 

Till the Fates, nae mair Severe, 
Friendship, love, and peace restore. 

Till revenge, wi’ laurelFd head 
Bring our banished hame again ; . 

And ilk loyal, bonie lad 
Cross the seas Ihd win his ain. 


THE TEARS I SHED. 

tears I shed must ever fall, 

^ mourn not for an absent swain, 
For thought may past delights recall, 
iwtsftw And parted lovers meet again. 

I weep not for the silent dead, 

Their toils are past, their sorrows o’er, 

* Barna aayg, "This song of genius, whicli was published 
in the Amsical Museum, p. 350, was composed by a Miss 
Cranstoun, It wanted four lines to make all the stanzas suit 
the music, which I added, and are the four first of the last 
stanza.’’ Miss Cranstoun was the sister of George Cranstoun , 
Lord Cranstoun, a lord of session, and the second wife the 
celebrated Dugald Stewart. She died on the 2Sth July, 
1838, aged 71. 
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And those they lov^d their steps shall tread, 
And death shall join to part no more. 

Tho’ boundless oceans rolFd between, 

If certain that his heart is near, 

A conscious transport glads each scene, 

Soft is the sigh, and sweet the tear. 

Even -when by Death^s cold hand remov’d, 
We mourn the tenant of the tomb ; 

To think that even m death he lov’d. 

Can gild the horrors of the gloom. 

But bitter, bitter ardithe tears 
Of her who slighted love bewails; 

No hope her dreary prospect cheers, 

No pleasing melancholy hails. 

Her’s are the pangs of wounded pride, 

Of blasted hope, of wither’d joy : 

The prop she loan’d on pierc’d her side. 

The flame she fed, bums to destroy. 

Even conscious virtue cannot cure 
The pangs to every feeling due : 

Ungenerous youth I thy boast how poor, 

To steal a heart, and break it too ! 

In vain does memory renew, 

The hours once ting’d in transport’s dye 

The sad reverse soon starts to view, 

And turns the thought to agony. 


No cold approach, no alter’d mien, 

Just what would make suspicion start; 
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No paiise the dire extremes between, 

He made me blest — and broke my heart I 
*Prom hope, the wretched’s anchor, torn. 
Neglected, and neglecting all, 

Frienmess, forsaken, and forlorn, 

The teaj^ I shed must ever fall. 




STANZAS 


TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT BURN§, 

BY EBWAEB BTrSHTOB*, 

OOR wildjf sweet uneultiir’d flowV, 
Thou lowliest of the Muse^s bow r. 
Stern ruin’s ploughshare/mang the 
stowre, 

Has crush’d thy stem,” 

“ And sorrowing verse shall mark the hour, 
Thou bonie gem.” 

’Neath the green turf, dear Nature’s child, 
Sublime, pathetic, artless, wild, 

Of all thy quips and cranks despoil’d^ 

Cold dost thou lie ! 

And many a youth and maiden mild 
Shall o’er thee eigh ! 

Those pow’rs that eagle-wing’d could soar, 

That heart which ne’er was cold before. 

That tongue which caus’d the table roar, ^ 

Are now laid low, 

4.nd Scotia’s sons shall hear no more 
Thy rapt rous flow. 
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Warm’d with " a spark o’ Nature’s fire,” 

Erom the rough plough thou didst aspire 
To make a ^rdid world admire ; 

And few like thee, 

Oh ! BiTEirs, ]^ve swept the minstrel’s lyre 
With ecstasy. 

Ere wmter’s icy vapours fail. 

The violet in the uneultur’d dale. 

So sweetly scents^ the passing gale, 

That shepherd boys. 

Led by the fragrance they inhale, 

Soon fiife their pri^e. 

So when to life’s chill glens confin’d, 

Thy rich, tho’ rough untutor’d nund, 

.Pour’d on the sense of each rude hind 
Such sonsy lays, 

That to thy brow was soon assign’d 

The wreath of praise. 

Anon, with nobler daring blest. 

The wild notes throbbing at thy breast. 

Of friends, wealth, learning unpossess’d. 

Thy fervid mind 

Tow’in?B fame's proud turrets boldly press’d, 
And pleas’d mankind. 

But what avail’d thy pow’rs to please, 

When want approach’d and pale disease ; 

Could these thy infant brood appease 

That wail’d for bread ? 

Or could they, for a moment, ease 

Thy wo-worn head? 
a 
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Applause, poor child of minstrelsy, 

Was all the world e’er gave to thee ; 

Unmoved, by pinching penury 

- They saw thee torn, 

And now, kind'iouls ! with sympathy, 

Thy loss they mdhrn. 

Oh ! how I loathe the bloated train, 

Who oft had heard thy dulcet strain j 
Yet, when thy frame was raekM with pain. 
Could keep aloof, 

And eye with opulent disdain 

Thy^owly roof. 

Yes, proud Dumfries, oh I would to Heaven 
Thou hadst from that cold spot been driven, 
Thou might’st have found some sheltering haver 
On this side Tweed : — 

Yet, ah I e’en here, poor Bards have striven, 
And died in need 

True genius scorns to flatter knaves, 

Or crouch amidst a race of slaves ; 

His soul, while fierce the tempest raves, 

No tremor kno^vs. 

And with unshaken nerve he braves 
Life’s pelting woes. 

No wonder, then, that thou shouldst feid 
Th’ averted glance of half mankind; 

Shouldst see the sly, slow, supple mind 
To wealth aspire. 

While scorn, neglect, and want combin’d 
To quench thy fire. 



While wintry winds pipe loud and strong, 
The high-perch’d storm-coek pours his song , 
So thy Eolian lyre was strung 

^Midst chilling times ; 

Yet clearly didst thou roll along 

Thy routh of rhymes/’ 

And oh ! that routh of rhymes shall raise 
For thee a lasting pile of praise. 

Haply some wing, in these our days, 

Has loftier soar’d ; 

But from the heart more melting lays 
Weretiever pour’d. 

Where Ganges' rolls his yellow tide, 

Where blest Columbus’ waters glide ! 

Old Scotia’s Sons, spread far and wide, 

ShaU oft rehearse, 

With sorrow some, but all with pride. 

Thy ’witching verse. 

In early spring, thy earthly bed 
Shall be with many a wild flow’r spread ; 
The violet there her sweets shall shed, 

In humble guise, 

And there the mountain-daisy’s head 
Shall duly rise. 

While tlarkness reigns, should bigotry. 

With boiling blood, ’and bended knee, 
Scatter the weeds of infamy 

O’er thy cold clay, 

Those weeds, at light’s first blush, shall be 
Soon swept away. 
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And when thy scorners are no more, 

The lonely glens, and sea-beat shore, ^ 
Where thou hast croon’d thy fancies o'er 
With soul elate, 

Oft shall the Bard at eve explore. 

And mourn thy fate. 


ON THE DEATH OF BUENS. 

BY W. BOSCOE, ESO. 

high thy bleak majestic hills, 

® Thy shelter’d valleys proudly spread^ 

m And, Scotia, pour thy thousand rills, 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms 
red; 

But, ah ! what Poet now shall tread ^ 

Thy airy heights, thy woodland reig% 
Since he the sweetest Bard is dead 
That ever breath’d the soothing strain? 

As green thy towering pines may grow, 

As clear thy streams may speed along, 

As bright thy summer suns may gTow, 

And wake again thy feathery throng , 

But now, unheeded is the song, 

And dull and lifeless all around. 

For his wild harp lies all unstrung, 

'And cold the hand that wak’d its sound. 
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What tho^ thy vigorous offspring rise : 

In arts and arms thy sons excel , 

Tho* j;)eauty in thy daughters’ eyes. 

And health in every feature dwell; 

Yet who shall now their praises tell, 

Tn strains impassion’d, fond and free, 

Since he no more the song shall swell 
To love, and liberty, and thee? 

With step-dame eye and frown severe 
His hapless youth why didst thou view ? 

For all thy joys to him were dear, 

And all his vows to fhee were due : 

Nor greater bliss his bosom knew, 

In opening youth’s delightful prime, 

Than when thy favouring ear he drew 
To listen to his chanted rhyme. 

Thy lonely wastes and frowning skies 
To him were all with rapture fraught ; 

He heard with joy the tempest rise 
That wak’d him to sublimer thought ; 

And oft thy winding dells he sought, 

Where wild flowers pour’d theirrathe perfume, 

And with sincere devotion brought 
T& thee the summer’s earliest bloom. 

But, at!, no fond maternal smile 
His unprotected youth enjoy’d ; 

His limbs enur’d to early toil. 

His days with early hardships tried ; 

And more to mark the gloomy void. 

And bid him feel his miseiy, 

Before his infant eyes would glide 
Day-dreams otimmortality. 



246 


POEMS TO 


Yet, not by cold neglect depress’d, 

Witb sinewy arm he turn’d the soil, 

Sunk with the^ evening sun to rest. 

And met at morn his earliest smile. 

Wak’d by his rustic pipe, meanwhile 
The powers of fancy came along. 

And sooth’d his lengthen’d hour of toil 
With native wit and sprightly song, 

— Ah ! days of bliss, too swiftly fled, 

When vigorous health from labour springs, 
And bland contentment smooths the bed 
And sleep his ready opiate brings ; 

And hovering round on airy wings 
Float the light forms of young desire, 
That of unutterable things 

The soft and shadowy hope inspire. 

Now spells of mightier power prepare, 

Bid brighter phantoms round him dance ; 
Let flattery spread her viewless snare, 

And fame attract his vagrant glance : 

Let sprightly pleasure too advance. 

Unveil’d her eyes, unclasp’d her zone, 

Till lost in love’s delirious trance ^ 

He scorn the joys his youth has known. 

Let friendship pour her brightest blasn, 
Expanding all the bloom of soul j 
And mirth concentre all her rays, 

And point them from the sparkling bowl ; 
And let the careless moments roll 
In«oeial pleasures unconfin’d. 

And confidence that spurns control, 

Unlock the inmost springs of mind. 



THE MEMORY OR BURNS. 


247 


And lead his steps those bowers among, 
Where elegance with splendour vies, 

Ox science bids her favour’d throng 
To more refin’d sensations rise : 

Beyond the peasant’s humbler joys, 

And freed jfrom each laborious strife, 

There let him learn the bliss to prize 
That waits the sons of polish’d life. 

Then whilst his throbbing veins beat high 
With every impulse of delight, 

Dash from his lips the cup of joy. 

And shroud the seerffe in shades of night ; 
And let despair, with wizard light, 

Disclose the yawning gulf below, 

And pour incessant on his sight, 

Her speetred ills and shapes of woe ; 

And show beneath a cheerless shed, 

‘ With sorrowing heart, and streaming eyes, 
In silent grief where droops her head, 

The partner of his early joys ; 

And let his infants’ tender cries 
His fond parental succour claim, 

And bid him hear in agonies 
A? husband’s and a father’s name. 

’Tia d^e, the powerful charm succeeds ; 

His high reluctant spirit bends ; 

In bitterness of soul he bleeds. 

Nor longer with his fate contends. 

An idiot laugh the welkin rends 
As genius thus degraded lies ; 

Till pitying Heaven the veil extends 
That shrouds the Poet’s ardent eyes* 
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—‘Rear high thy bleak majestic hills, 

Thy shelter’d valleys proudly spread, 
And, Scotia, pour thy thousand rills, 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red ; 
But never more shall poet tread 

Thy airy heights, thy Woodland reign,** 
Since he the sweetest Bard is dead 
That ever breath’d the soothing strain. 
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EPISTLE TO R. BURN§. 

Bitens, having printed an Epistle to Bavid Sillar, in the 
Kilmarnock edition in 1786 (vide vol. i. p. 133, of this 
edition), Sillar inserted the following Reply m the collection 
of his pieces in 1789, Burns’ rejoinder is m vol li. p 8, 

Reekie’s Bards your Muse eom- 

raise the numbers o’ your pen, 
)t this km’ly frae a frien’, 

Your Dainty Davie, 

Wha aee o’ hearts does still remain, 

Ye may believe me. 

I ne’er Vfas muckle gi’en to praisin’. 

Or else ye might be sure o’ fraisin’ : 

For trouth I think, in solid reason, 

Your kintra reed 
Play sweet as Robin Fergusson’, 

Or his on Tweed. 

Your Luath, Caesar bites right sair; 

An’ when ye paint the Holy Pair, 
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Ye draw it to a very hair 5 

Or when ye turn, 

An^ sing the follies 0’ the Fair, 

How sweet ye moiirn ! 

Let Coila’s plains wi’ me rejoice, 

An’ praise the worthy Bard, whose lays 
Their worth an’ beauty high doth raise 
To lasting fame ; 

His works, his worth will ever praise. 
An’ crown his name. 

Brave Eamsay now an’ Pergusson, 

Wha hae sae lang’ time fill’d the Throne 
O’ Poetry, may now lie down 

Quiet i’ their urns, 

Since Fame, in justice, gies the crown 
To Coila’s Burns. 

Hail ! happy Bard ! ye’re now confest 
The King o’ singers 1’ the West : 

Edina hath the same exprest • 

Wi’ joy they fin’ 

That ye’re, when try’d by Nature’s test, 
-Gude sterlin’ coin.' 

Sing on my frien’; your fame’s secur’d, 
An’ still maintain the name 0’ Bard ; 
But yet tak tent an’ keep a guard : 

For envy^s tryin’ 

To blast your fame ; mair just reward 
For the envyin’. 
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But tho* the tout o’ fame may please you, 
Letna the flatt’rm ghaist o’erheeze you: 
Nier flyte nor fraise tae gar foek roose you ; 
For men o’ ebll 

When ye write weel, will always praise you 
Out o’gude -will. 

Great numbers on this earthly ba’, 

Ab soon as death gies them the ca’, 
Permitted are to slide awa’ 

An’ straught forgot — 
Forbid that ever this should fa’ 

To b# your lot, 

I ever had an anxious wish ; 

Forgive me, Heayn 1 if [twas amiss, 

That fame in life my name would bless, 
An’kinly save 
It from the cruel tyrant’s crush, 

j^yond the grave. 

Tho’ th’ fastest liver soonest dies, 

An’ length o’ days sud mak ane wise ; 

Yet haste wi’ speed, to glory rise 

An’ spur your horse ; 
Th^^re shortest ay wha gain the prize 
IFpo’ the course. 

Sae to conclude, auld Frien’ an’ Neebor, 
Your Muse forget na weel to feed her, 
Then steer thro’ life wi’ birr an’ vigour, 

To win a horn, 

Whase soun’ shall reach ayont the Tiber 
Mang ears unborn. 
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SILLAR’S VERSES 

OCCASIONED BT A BEPLY TO BTJENS^ CAT^F. 
BY AN TTNCO CABF. 


VideVol.I. p 56, 57. 

A preachin* Ca’f— -a Poet weann^cloots — 
Are surely ferlies *inang the natural brutes. 


Father Adam now tae rise, 
n’ view xis face tae face, 
sure he^d scarce believe his eyes, 
hat he bcsgat our race. 

Tho’ in his days mischief there was, 

Men still were human creatures ,* 

An^ for his children they did pass, 

Tho^ changed T their natures. 

Balaam, ^twas strange, an ass he heard, 
Foretellin' him o’ danger ; 

But surely clouts upon a Bard, 

An’ preachin’ calves, are stranger 

For Gude’s sake. Sirs, your flytia’ cease, 

, Misea’ na ane anither ; 

Lest calves an’ stirks, by keepin’ peace, 
Bisgrace you a’ thegither. 
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But if ye wmna cease tae rair, 

Tae rout, tae girn, an^ gape, 

TeVe liaiEins beasts j in naetbing mair, 
differ but the shape. 

Gae satire vice ; let men alane, 

Tho^ diff Vent in opinion ; 

WhaV right we canna always ken : 

, ManV mind is his dominion. 

Vra sorry, Sirs, I haeV tae say, 

Our passions are sae strong, 

As mak us tine the beaten way, 

An rin sae affeen wrong. 

But, Sirs, mair sorry I am still, 

When without provocation, 

A brother’s character we’d kill. 

Or bring him tae vexation. 

Then for the future let’s be mute, 
Keverin’ those above us ; 

Wi’ such as we, let’s not dispute, 

An’ syne our frien’s will love us. 

Sae rout or no, just tak your will, 

I teU you tae your face, 

Th«ctions which befit a bull 
Affront the human race. 
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LAPEAIK^S REPLY TO BURNS^ EPI8TLK 


Vide Vol. I. p. 187. 

FAR fam^d Rab ! my silly Muse, 

That thou sae frais^d langsyne, 
Whenshe did scarce ken verse by prose, 
Now dares* to spread her wing. 

Unconscious of the least desert, 

Nor e’er expecting fame, 

I sometimes did myself divert, 

Wi’ jingling worthless rhyme. 

When sitting lanely by myself, 

Just unco griev’d and wae, 

To think that Fortune, fickle Joe ! 

Had kick’d me o’er the brae ! 

And when I was amaist half-drown’d 
Wi’ dolefu’ grief e^nd care, 

I’d may-be rhyme a verse or twa, 

To drive away despair. 

Or when I met a chiel like you, 

Sae gi’en to mirth an’ fun, 

Wha lik’d to speel Parnassus’ hill 
Adi’ drink at Helicon. 
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rd aiblins cateh a wee bit spark 
0* hfs Poetic fire, 

An’" rhyme awa like ane half mad, 

XJttil my Muse did tire. 

I lik’d the lasses uneo weel, 

Langsyne when I was yonng. 

Which sometimes kittled up my Muse 
To write a kind love sang 5 

*** Yet still it ne’er ran in my head, 

To trouble mankind with 
My dull, insipid, thowless rhyme, 

And stupid, senseless stuff ; 

Till your kind Muse, wi’ friendly blast. 
First tooted up my fame, 

And sounded loud, through a’ the Wast, 

My iang forgotten name. 

Quoth I, Shall I, like to a sumph. 

Sit douff and dowie here, 

And sufier the ill-natur’d wm:ld 
To ca’ Bab Burns a liar? 

" He says that I can sing fu’ weel. 

In’ through the warld has sent it — 

Ha ; faith I’ll rhyme a hearty blaud, 
ThUtigh I shoidd aye repent it.” 

Syne I gat up, wi’ unco glee, 

And snatch’d my grey goose quill, 

An’ ery’d, Come here, my Muse, fy come^ 
An’ rhyme wi’ a’ your skill.” 

VOIi. III. s 
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Syne till’t I gat, an’ rhym’d away, 

’Till I hae made a book o’t, 

An’ though I should rue’t a’ my life, 
Kll gie the warld a look o’t. 

I’m weel aware the greatest part 
(I fain hope not the whole) 

Will look upou’t as senseless stuff, 

And me’s a erazj fool. 

Whether that it be nonsense a’ 

Or some o’t not amiss, 

And whether Fve done right or wrung, 
I leave the warld to guess ; 

But I should tell them, by the bye, 
Though it is may-be ii.e, 

That fint a book scarce e’er I read, 

Save anee or twice the Bible. 

An’ what the learned folk ca’ grammar, 
I naething ken about it; 

Although I b’lieve it be owre true, 

Ane can do nought without it. 

But maist my life haJS just been spent 
^Which to my cost I feel) 

In fetohin sair wi’ luckless brutes, 

T# they kick’d up my heel. 

Kow fare-ye weel, my guid frien’ Rab, 
May luck and health attend ye ; 

If I do weel, I’ll bless the day 
That e’er I came to ken ye; 
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But on the tither han^, should folk 
Me for my nonsense blason, 

IsTae doubt I^U curse th’ unlucky day, 
I listen’d to your fraisin. 

May that great name that ye hae got 
Untainted aye remain ! 

And may the Laurels on your head 
Ay flourish fresh and green ! 

The Lord maintain your honour aye. 
And then ye needna fear, 

While I can write, Sr speak, or think, 
I am your frien’ sincere ! 


LAFKAIK’S SONG WHICH BUKN9 PBAISES 
so I3sr HIS epistle” to hxh. 

(Tide Yol. I. p, 138.) 



EN I upon thy bosom lean, 
Enraptur’d, I do call thee mine; 

I glory in those sacred ties, 

That made us one, who once were twain. 


A mut’al flame inspires *us both ; 

The tender look, the melting kiss, 

Ev’n years shall ne’er destroy our love ; 
Som^ sweet sensation new will rise. 
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Have I a wish ? ’tis all for thee ; 

I know thy wish is me to please ; 

Oijr moments pass so smooth away, 

That numbers on us look and gaze, 

Well pleas’d to see our happy days. 

They bid us live and still love on; 

And if some cares shall chance to rise, 
Thy bosom still shall be my home. 

rU lull me there and take my rest; 

And if that ought disturb my fair, 

I’ll bid her laugh hir cares all out, 

And beg her not to drop a tear. 

Have I a joy? ’tis all her own ; 

Her heart and mine are all the same ; 
They’re like the woodbine round the tree, 
That’s twin’d till death shall us disjoin. 


«THE DEVIL’S ANSWER” (BY LAPRAIK) 

TO THE poet’s (bXTEHS’) TO 

THE DEIL.” 


Referred to Vol. I, p 188, note. 



AE’ER thou be, thou art na Mate, 
Wha mocks a Sp’nt o’ ancient date, 
Wha ’t best is in a confin’d state, 
An’ canna pass 
Beyond tbe bounds an’ limits set. 

By the first Cause. 
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You Poets^ when you lift your pe% 
but yoursels to me you sen'; 

But, by this time, thee wool I ken ; 

Thou’rt my acquaintance. 
These twenty years I did thee learn 
To blether nonsense. 

I own man's credit was na sma', 

When he was new, an' tight, an' bra; 

His pow'r was great to rule o'er a' 

Things that were made ; 
But soon his pride di<Llet him fa'. 

For a^ that’s said. 

Although I am a creature made. 

No pow'r o’er me old Adam had. 

Then why shouldst thou wi’ names upbraid, 
An’ so ill use me, 

Wha now am chain’d by God’s strong hand, 
An’ can’t abuse thee ? 

Thou ca’s me Homie, Nick, an’ Clootie, 

An’ tells my cave is grim an’ sootie ; 

But stop, thoult, may-be, be my bootie : 

I’E try my skill; 

I’ll gang as far as Fate will let me, 
An’wi’guid will* 


I’ll thee entice haith day an’ night ; 

O’ me thou need be in nae fright; 

4s Deil I’ll ne’er come i’ thy sight ; 

Thou’lt still embrace 
My mqitions, which will yield delight. 
When done wi’ grace. 
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I know tkou hast a wanton turn, 

Wi’ passions stout as e^er were born : 

Thou kk’st the Maid wi’ hainches roun* 
An’ waist genteel, 

Wi*«e©n jet black, an’ hair nut brown, 
Thy heart she’ll steal ; 

IJTia walks so neat, throws out her toes, 

An’ minches as she past thee goes ; 

3y such thou’rt hooked by the nose 
For a’ thy skill; 

Thoult ne’er me blame, T’m so abstruse, 
Thou’lt take thy will. 

Thou tells thou ance was fear’d thysel: 

Nae wonder 1 for ’tis guilt maks hell : 

Thy conscience cheek’d, wi’suoh a knell. 
Did mak thee shake, 

For naething mair than sugh o’ quill 
O’ duck or drake. 

Thou tells, by times I travel far, 

An’ that I’m neither Mate nor scaur — 

Mock not 1 let never guid Men’s jar 
Wi’ ane anither, 

Thou'rt my full mark, baith keel an’ tar, 
If not a bnther. 

Pray R— b, the rhymer, just nae mair, 

An’ o’ your titles t^e a care ; 

Or else ye ken how ye shall fare, 

For a’ your cracks, 

An’ mucHe-thought-o’ rhyming ware, 
An’ catching spacks. 
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An’ if your mocks I more shall hear, 

I, by my cavern deep, do swear, 

IJpo’ you vengeance I will rear ; 

Thou shalt lament 

What thou hast publish’d, far an’ near. 
Me to affront. 

With irony thou speak’st wi’ glee. 

Which shows thy disrespect to me ; 

Bids me repent, an’ then may-bo 
I’ll hae a stake : 

I thank thee for thy 1>ae-like e’e, 

For fashion’s sake : 

For o’ my hopes I canna boast ; 

For sure an’ certain I am lost : 

The sure decree ’gainst me is past, 

An canna alter ! 

May-be thou’lt ken’t, unto thy cost. 

If I thee halter. 

Thy chance is little mair than mine; 

Thou mock’st at ev’ry thing divine : 

Thy rhetorick has made thee shine. 

To please the wicked 

But ere thou round the corner twine, 
I’ll hae thee nickedr' 





GLOSSARY. 


The ck and g% have always the guttural sound The sound 
of the English dipthong oo, *s commonly spelled ou The 
French m, a sound which often occurs m the Scottish lan- 
guage, IS marked oo, or m The a m genuine Scottish words, 
except when forming a dipthong, or followed by an e mute 
after a single consonant, sounds generally like the broad 
English a m wall The Scottish dipthong ae, always, and 
ea, very often, sound like the French e masculine The 
Scottish dipthong ey, sounds like the Latin et 


»,all 

Aback, away, 
aloof 

Abeigh^BX&^j 
distance 

Abaon, above, up 
Abread, abroad, m sight 
Abreeo; m breadth 
Ae, one. 

Aff,ciS, 4J'&q/^tmpremedi- 
tated 

Afore, before 
Aft, oft 
Aft&n, often 

Aghg, off theiightlme, wrong 
Atbhns, perhaps 
Am, own 

Av i penny, eamest-monev 


Airn, iron 
Atth, an oath. 

Alts, oats 

Aiver, an old horse 
Aizle, a hot cinder 
Akwart, awkwaid. 

Alah, alas I 
Alane, alone 
Amaut, almost 
Amang, among* 

An% and, if 
Ance, once 
Ane, one 

Anent, over against 
Ara^ther, another 
Ase, ashes 

Askknt, asquint, iislant. 
Asteer, abroad, stirring 
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Athorif athwart. 

Auffktf possession; as, m a’ 
mjr aii0ht^ in all my pos- 
session. 

Auld, old. 

Auldfarran, or aiddfairant, 
sagacious, cunning, pru- 
dent. 

Auld lang syne, older time, 
days of other yeais. 

Amy at all. 

Awoy away. 

Awfu^y awful. 

Aum, the heard of barley, : 
oats, &C. 

Atontey bearded. 

Ayonty beyond. 

J3A\ ball. 

BackeUy ash boards. 

BaeMinSy coming back, re- 
turning. 

Body did bid, 

BodidRy endured, did stay. 

BaggiCy the belly. 

BrnnUy haTing large bones, 
stout. 

Baxtny a child. 

Bairatime, a family of chil- 
dren, a brood. 

Bcdth, both. 

Sony to swear. 

Bane, bone. 

Bang, to beat, to strive. 

Bardie, diminutive of bard. 

Bar^ barefooted, 

Sarmie, of, or like barm. 

Batchy a crew, a gang, 

Battsy botts. 

Baudrone, a cat, 

SaOldy bold. 

Bcaaky bank. 

having a white stripe 
down the face. 


Be, to hi he, to give over, to 
cease. 

Beat, barley. 

Beastie, dimin. of beast. 

Beet, to add fuel to fife. 

Bddy bald. 

Belgve, by and by. 

Ben, into the spence, or par- 
lour. 

Benlomond, a noted mountain 
in Dumbartonshire. 

BethanUty grace after meat. 

Beuhy a hook. 

Bicher, akmd of wooden dish, 
a short race. 

Bte, or Bkld, shelter. 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful. 

Big, to build. 

Btg^n, building, a house. 

Biggity built. 

BiU, a bull. 

BUhe, a brother, a young fel- 
low. 

Bmg, a heap of grain, pota-- 
toes, &c. 

Birh, birch. 

Birien*shaw, Birchen 
* ehaw, a small woodr 

Bvrkie, a ejever fellow. 

Birring, the noise* of part- 
ridges, &c When they 
spring. 

Bit, crisis, nick of time. 

Btzz, a bustle, to buzz. 

SlasHe, a shrivelled dwarf, a 
term of contempt. 

Blastit, blasted 

Blate, bashful, sheepish. 

Blather, bladder. 

Blaud, a flat piece of fmy 
thing; to slap. 

Blauf, to blow, to boast. 

Bkent, bleared, sore with 
rheum. 
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t md hUnj bleared and 

nd. 

ingii blazing. 

'm, idle talking fellow. 

►er, to4alk idl^, nonsense, 
t’m, talking idly. 

5:, a little whale, a smiling 
>kt to look kindly j to 
me by fits. 

feer, a tenn of contempt 
im* smirking. 
yow», one of those beg- 
rs who get annually, on 
e sovereign’s birth-day, a 
le cloak or gown, with a 
dge. 
i, blood. 

Hst snivelling, ward. 

e, a sbred, a large piece. Sreckariy fern. 

V to vomit, to gush in- Breefj an invulnerable or ir- 
cmittently. resistible spell. 

•edf gushed, vomited. Breaks^ breeches^ ‘ 

e, a small gold coin. Brent, smooth, 
ss, 2^iritc^ hobgoblins. Bremn, brewing. 

or bonny, handsome, J?ras, jmce, liquid, 
antifill. Brig, a bridge 

wch, a Idnd of thick cake Brunstane, brimstone, 
bread, a small jannack, Bnsket, the breast the bosom, 
loaf made of oatmeal. Bnther, a brother. 

d, a board. Brock, a badger. 

the sbmb elder; JSroywe, a hum, a trick, 
anted much of old in Bnw, broth, liquid, water. . 
idges of barn-yards, &c, Broose, broth; a race at 
t bahoved, mast needs. country weddings, who ’ 

a hole in the wall. shall first reach the bride* 

A, an angry tumour, groom’s house on retum- 

t vomiWiig, gushing out mg from church, 
njtg, drinking. Brvgk, a burgh. 

-Aai4 cabbage. JSm£ne, a broil, a combustion, 

t bended, crooked. Brunt, did bum, burnt. 

shens, fern. Brust, burst. 

e, a declivity, a precipice, Buchan-hiUers, the boiling of 

le slope of a hdl. the sea among the rocks on 

reel’d forward* the coast of BucSan. 


Bread, broad. 

JBmilc, a kind of harrow. 

Brainge, to run rashly for- 
ward. 

Brak, broke, made insolvent. 

Branks, a kind of wooden 
curb for horses. 

jBrowA, a sudden illness. 

5mts, coarse clothes, rags, Sep, 

Brattle, a short race, hurry, 
fury. 

fine, handsome. 

Brcaolyt, or hrawltet very 
well, finely, heartily. 

Braane, a morbid sheep, 

Breasfie, dimm. of breast. 

Breastit, did spring up or for* 
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Buckskin, an inhabitant of 
Virginia* 

Bught, a pen. 

Bughtin-tme, the time of col- 
lecting the eheep in the 
pens to be milked. 

Bidrdig, stont-made, broad- 
made. 

Bum-dock, a humndag beetle 
that dies in the summer 
evenings. 

humming as bees. 

Bummie, to blonder. 

Bummler, a blunderer. 

Bunker, a window-seat 

Burdtes, diminutive of birds. 

Burt, did bare. 

Bum, water, a rivulet 

Busmeunn, L e Imn the wind, 
a blacksmith 

Burme, dimin. of burn. 

Bushie, bushy. 

Buskit, dressed. 

Busks, dresses. 

Buss, shelter. 

Bussle, a bustle, to bustle. 

But, lH>t, with. 

But cLd ben, the countxy 
kitchen and parlour 

Bg himself, lunatic, distracted. 

Sgke, a bee-hive. 

Sgre, a cow-stable, a sheep- 
pen. 


OA% to call, to name, to drive, 
Cdt, or cdd, called, dnven, 
chived. 

Cadger, a carrier. 

Ca&e, or caddie, a person, a 
3 ^ng fellow. 

Caff, chaff 
Oenrd, a tinker. 

Carni, a loCl&e heap of stones. 


Cdf^wmrd, a small enclosure 
for calves* 

Cdktn, a boy. 

€aller,it^sh, sound, refreshing* 

C&am, or cmme, geiitle, mild, 
dexterous. 

Camilte, dexterously, gently. 

Cmtie, or mntg, ch^erfu!^ 
merxy, 

Cantraip, a charm, a spell. 

Cap-staTie, cope-stone, kej’'- 
stone. 

Careenn, cheerfully, 

Carl, an old man. 

Carlin, a stout old woman. 

Cartes, cards 

) Cdudron, a caldron. 

Gauk and keel, chalk and red 
clay. 

<7au/^ cold. 

Caup, a wooden drinking- 
vessel. 

Cesses, taxes. 

Chawt&i a part of a bag-pipe. 

Chap, a person, a fellow, a 
blow. 

Chaup, a stroke, or blow* 

Ckeekit, cheeked. 

Cheep, a chirp, to chirp. 

Chzel, or eked, ay ovLUg fellow. 

Chiirda, or chimke, a fire-grate, 
a fire-place. 

Chmia-lug, the fire-side. 

Chittenng, shivermg,'*' tremb- 
ling, 

Choekm, choking. 

Chmo, to chew ; chrikfor chow, 
side by side. 

Chuffie, fat-faced. 

Clachan, a small village about 
a church, a hamlet. 

Claise, or does, clothes. 

Claith, cloth. 

Ckathvng, dothmg. 
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nonsense, not speak- 
ing sense. 

•Clapf clapper of a null. 

Clcarka, wrote 

Clask^ a%idle tale, the story 
of the day. 

Clatter, to tell little idle 
stofies; an idle story. 
Clceughtf snatched at, laid 
hold of 

C^td, to cleani to scrape. 
(Xauted, scraped 
Clovers, idle stones. 

Claw, to scratch. 

Cleed, to clothe. 
deeds, clothes. 

Cleeht, having caught. 
Clxnhn, jerking, clinking. 
dxnhmhell, who rings the 
chnrch-hell, 
cups, sheers. 

Clxshmadaver, idle conversa- 
tion. 

Cloelk, to hatch, a beetle. 
doekm, hatching. 

Cloot, the hoof of a cow, 
sheep, &c. 

Clootie, an old name for the 
Devil. 

a hump or swelling 
after a blow. 

Cluds, donds. 

Coaxin, wheedhng. 

Cohle,^ dshing-boat. 
Coidternony, a lock of hair tied 
npon a girl’s head ; a cap. 
Coft, boiii^t. 

Oi^, a wooden dish. 

Coggie, dimin. of cog. 

C&da, from Kyle, a district of 
Ayrshire j so called, saith 
tradition, from Coil, or Coi- 
lus, a Pictish monarch. 
CdlUe, a general, and some- 


times a pariacBdar, name 
for country curs. 

CoUmhanyie, quarrelling. 

Commam, command. 

Good, the cud. 

Coof, a blockhead, a ninny. 

CooMi, appeared, and disap- 
peared by fits. 

Coast, did cast. 

Coot, the ancle or foot. 

Cboite, a wooden kitchen dish ; 
— also those fowls whose legs 
are clad ttnth feathers are 
said to he cootie. 

Co/rUes, a species of the crow. 

(hre, corps, party, clan. 

ComCt, fed with oats. 

Cotter, the mhabitant of a cot- 
house, or cottage. 

CoutJm, Idnd, loving. 

Cove, a cove. 

Cowe, to temfy, to keep un- 
der, to lop; a fnght, a 
branch of furze, broom, diec. 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble 
over, a gang. 

Cowpit, tumbled. 

Coariny cowering. 

Cowte, a colt. 

Cozie, snug. 

Cozdy, snugly. 

Cra^t, crabbed, fretful. 

Crack, conversation, to con* 
verse. 

Crachn, conversing- 

Craft, or croft, a field near a 
house (zn old httdbandryy 

Creaks, cries or calls inces- 
santly, a bird. 

CramJ>o~chnk, or cramhoftngU, 
rhymes, doggerel verws. 

Crank, the noise of an un- 
greased wheel, 

Crankous, fretfu'S captious. 



GLOSSAET, 


272 

Cranreuch, tl56 hoar-frost. 

Crapi a crop, to crop. 

Craw^ a crow of a cock, a 
rook. 

Cr&d, a basket ; to have oneh 
w%ts in a creely to be crazed, 
to be fascinated. 

CreeshiBy greasy. 

Croody or croudy to coo as a 
dove. 

Croony a hollow and continued 
jnoanj to make a noise like 
the continued roar of a bull j 
to hum a tune. 

Croonmgy humming. 

Crouchie, crook-backed. 

(Troiwfic, a composition of oat- 
meal and boiled water, 
sometimes from the broth 
of beef, mutton, &c. 

Cromcy cheerful, courageous, ; 

OoMse/y, cheerfully , courage- 
ously. 

Ormdte^timey breakfast- time. 

Ckowliny crawling, 

Crummochy a cow with crook- 
ed horns. 

Crumpy hard and bnttle; 
spohn of hread* 

Crunty a blow on the head 
with a cudgel. 

<7*^^ a blockhead, a ninny, 

Vummocky a short btatf with 
a crooked head. 

CurcHey a courtesy. 

CurleTy a player at a game on 
the ice, practised in Scot- 
land, called curling, 

Cvarlicy curled, whose hair 
falls naturally in ringlets. 

Curling^ a well known game 
on tUe ice. 

Curmuninffy murmunng, a 
sbght rumbling noise. 


Curpm, the crupper. 

Cushaty the dove, or wood- 
pigeon. 

Cuttpy short,’ a spoon broken 
in the middle. 

DADDIEy a father. 

Daffin, merriment, focAish- 
ness. 

Dafty merry, giddy, foolish, 

JDaimen, rare, now and then $ 
dminenricker, an ear of corif 
now and then, 

Daintpy pleasant, good hu- 
moured, agreeable, 

Z>aZes, plains, valleys. 

^arUinSy darkling. 

JOaudy to thrash, to abuse. 

DauTy to dare. 

BaurHy dared. 

JDaurgy or daurky a day’s la- 
bour, 

I>avocky David. 

J)avidy a large piece. 

X>awUty or daurtety fondled, 
caressed. 

Dearies, dimin. of dearSk 

Dearthfu^y dear. 

Deave, to deafen. 

D&l’-ma-carel no matter for 
all that. 

Deleerity delirious. 

Descnve, to describe. 

Dightf to wipe, to clearr com 
from chalf 

Dight, cleaned from chaff. 

Dtghts, cleans 

Dingy to worst, to push. 

Dinna, do not. 

Dirl, a slight tremulous sjroke 
or pain. 

Dizzen, or dvdny a dozen. 

Doitedy stupided, hebetated 

Dolty stupihed, crazed. 
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Dcmkg unlaeky. 

Doojt sorrow; to $ing doolf to 
lamentj to mourn. 

I>ooSf doves. 

Z>or^i saucyf nice. 

HpnoBf or cfotdse, sober, wise, 
prudent. 

Domdyi soberly, prudently, 
Dought, was or were able. 
JOoup^ backside. 

JDoup^Mper^ one that strikes 
tbe tail. 

Dour, and dm, sullen, sallow. 
Doure, stout, durable, sullen, 
stubborn 

JDou^eTf more prudent. 

Dow, am or are able, can. 
Dowff, pithless, wanting force. 
Dowte, worn with gnef, fa- 
tigue, &c. half asleep. 
Downa, am or are not able, 
^annot, 

Dc^lt, stupid. 

Drap, a drop, to drop. 
Dropping, dropping. 

Dre^, to ooze, to drop. 
Dr&gh, tedious, long about it. 
Dnbhle, drizzling, slaver. 
Drift, a drove. 

Droddum, the breech. 

Drme, part of a bagpipe. 
Droop, rumpl’ty that droops at 
the crupper. 

Droiikit, -^t, 

DrounHng, drawling. 

Droidh, thirst, drought. 
Drwihon, druifSbn 
Drumlg, muddy. 

Dmmmock, meal and water 
mixed; raw 

Drwnt, pet, sour humour, 
Dvib, a small pond. 

DuddU, ragged. 

Duds, rags, clothes 

TOl. III. 


Dung, worsted; pushed, dri- 
ven. 

Dunted, beaten, boxed. 

Dttsh, to push as a ram, &c. 
Dusht, pushed by a ram, ox, 
&c. 

JED, the eye. 

Den, the eyes. 

Denin, evening. 

Derie, j&ighted, dreading spi- 
rits. 

Dild, old age. 

Dlbuck, the elbow. 

DUrvtch, ghastly, fidghtfhl. 
Dn\ end, 

JEthhrugh, Edinburgh. 

Dneught enough. 

Dspecud, especially. 

Dtde, to try, attempt. 
JDydent, diligent. 

fall, lot, to fall. 

Fa% does fall, waterfalls. 
FadiMt, fathomed. 

Few, a foe. 

Fam, foam. 

FeaM, unknown 
Famn, a fainng, a present. 
Follow, fellow. 

Fond, did find. 

Fori, a cake of bread. 

Fosh, trouble, care, to trou- 
ble, to care for. 

Fosht, troubled. 

Fosterm^em, Easton’s Even. 
FauU, a fold, to fold. 
Fazddmg, fol^ng. 

Faut, fatilt. 

Fowsont, decent, seemly. 
Fed, a field, smooth. 
Fearful, frightful. 

Fear% frighted. 

Feat, neat, spruce. 
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Fecht, to figlit. 

FecUin^ fighting. 

Feck, many, plenty. 

Fecket, waistcoat. 

Feckfu\lsiTge, brawny, stout 

Feckless, puny, weak, silly. 

Feckly, weakly. 

Feg, a fig. 

Fexde, feud, enmity. 

Fell, keen, biting; the flesh 
immediately under the skin; 
a field pretty level, on the 
side or top of a hill. 

Fen, mud, filth. 

F&id^ to live comfortably. 

Ferine, or ferley, to wonder; 
a wonder, a term of c&^- 
tempt. 

Fetch, to pull by fits. 

JFfefcAV, palled intermittently. 

Fidge, to fidget. 

Fiel, soft, smooth. 

Fient, fiend, a petty oath. 

Fier, sound, healthy ; a bro- 
ther, a fnend. 

Fisle, to make a rustlmg noise, 
to fildget, a bustle. 

Fit, a foot. 

Fittk’-lan,iSa.o nearer horse of 
the hindmost pair in the 
plough. 

Fizz, to make a hissing noise, 
like fermentation. 

Ftamen, fiannel. 

Fleeeh, to supplicate in a 
flattering manner. 

FleecFd, supplicated. 

Fleechin, supplicating. 

Meesh, a fieece. 

Fl^, a kick, a random blow. 

FUiher, to decoy by fair 
* words 

Fletherm, flattering. 

Fley, to scare, to fnghten. 


Flichter, to flutter as young 
nestlings, when their dam 
approaches. 

Flickering, to meet, to encoun- 
ter with. 

Hmders, shreds, broken piecgp. 
Fhngin-tree, a piece of timber 
hung by way of partition 
between two horses in a 
stable ; a flail, 

Flisk, to fret ai the yoke. 
Fliskit, flatted 

Flitter, to vibrate lik^ the 
wings of small birds. 
J?Y^^^fir^7^p',flutte^ng,VIbratI^g. 
Flunkie, a servant in hvery. 
Foord, a ford. 

Forhears, forefathers, 

Forbye, besides. 

Forfavm, distressed, worn out, 
jaded. 

Forfoughten, fatigued. 
Forgather, to meet, to ""en- 
counter with. 

Forgie, to forgive* 

Forjeskit, jaded with fatigue, 
Fo&er, fodder. 

Fou, full, drunk. 

FovgUen, troubled, harassed, 
Fortih, plenty, enough, or 
more than enough. 

Fow, a bushel, &c; also a 
pitchfork. 

Frae, from, 

Freath, froth. 

Fnen\ friend. 

Fti\ full. 

Fitd, the scut, or tail of the 
hare, coney, &c. 

Fuff, to blow intermittently. 
Faff^t, did blow. 

Funnie, full of memmeut. 
Fur, a farrow. 

Farm, a form, bench. 
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trifling cares ; to piddle , 
to be m a fuss about trifles, 
to soil^ to dirty, 
soiled, dirtied. 

GAM<i the mouth; to speak 

•boldly, or pertly. 

Oaherhtitzki an old pedlar. 

Qadsmn^ a ploughboy, the 
boy that rides the horses 
in the plough. 

Gae^ go; paerf, went; gaen, 
g^ne, gaurty going. 

Gaet, or gatCj way, manner, 
road. 

Gangy to go, to walk. 

Gary to make, to force to. 

Gar^ty forced to. 

Garten, a garter. 

Gashy wise, sagacious, talka- 
tive; to converse. 

Gaikiny conversing. 

Gaueg, jolly, large. 

Qmokgy half-witted, foolish, 
romping. 

(rear, ncbes, goods of any 
kind. . 

Geek, to toss the head in wan- 
tonness of scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

Gewd^ great folkSt 

Geardk, a guinea. 

Get, a child, a young one. 

Ghedst, af^host. 

Gh, to give ; gted, gave ; pien, 
given. 

G^Ue, dimiift^f gift. 

GhgleiSt playful girls. 

GtUie, a hoy, servant. 

Qilpeg, a half grown, half in- 
formed boy or ^rl, a romp- 
ing lad, a hoyden. 

Giwmer, an ewe ftom one to 
two years old. 


Gin, if, against. 

Gtpseg, a young girl. 

Girn, to grin, to twist the 
features in rage. 

Girning, grinnmg, 

Gizzy a periwig. 

Glaihty inattentive, foolish. 

Glaive, a sword 

Glatzte, glittering, smooth 
like a glass. 

Glavnd, aimed, snatched. 

Qkcky sharp, ready, 

QUg, sharp, ready. 

Gldh, gleb^ 

Glen, dale, deep valley. 

Gleg, a squint, to sqiaint; 
aghy, off at a side, wrong. 

GM~gcd>let, that speaks 
smoothly and readily. 

Ghnt, to peep. 

Glinted, peeped. 

Ghnfin, peeping- 

Gbamm, the twilight. 

Ohwr, to stare, to look, a 
stare, a look. 

Ghiofd, looked, stared. 

Gowan, the flower of the 
daisy, dandelion, hawk- 
weed, &c. 

Gowang,gowang glens, daisied 
dales. 

Gowd, gold. 

Gowff, the game , of iSolfj to 
strike as the bat floes the 
ball at golf. 

Gmffd, stmek. 

Gawk, a cuckoo, a term of con- 
tempt. 

Grane, or grain, a groan, to 
groan. 

Chwl, to howl. 

Grain'd and gaamted, groaned 
and grunted. 

Grazning, groaning. 
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Oratpf & pronged instrument 
for cleaning stables* 

Ormth, accoutrements, furni- 
ture, dress, gear. 

Gh'an.me, grandmother. 

Grape, to grope. 

Grapit, groped. 

Grat, wept, shed tears. 

Great, intimate, familiar. 

Gree, to agree ; to hear the gree, 
to be decidedly victor. 

Gree% a^eed. 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep. 

Oreeiin, crying, weeping. 

Gnppet, catched, seized. 

Groat, to get the whistle of one*$ 
groat, to play a losing gamft. 

Gronsome, loathsomely, grim. 

Grozei, a gooseberry, 

Grumph, a grunt, to grunt 

GrtmpUe, a sow. 

Grun% the ground. 

Grunstane, a grindstone. i 

Gruntle, the phiz, a grunting | 
noise. 

Grunxie, mouth. 

Grushe^ thick, of thriving 
growth. 

Gvde, the Supreme Bemg; 
good. 

Gfy, good. 

Gutd-e^en, good evening. 

GitiAfaihT, guidmolher, father- 
in-law, and mother-in-law. 

Gwdman ctnd Gmdwife, the 
master and mistress of the 
house; young gvxdmxm, a 
man newly married. 

Guid^tnxtrnmg, good morrow. 

QuUy, or gulhe, a large knife. 

G^mhe, muddy. 

Gusty, tasteful. 

b:a\ h^. 


JTa’ Bihh, the great Bible that 
lies in the hall. 

Bae, to have 

Baen, had, the partictpk, 

Baet, fient haet^ petty oath 
of negation; nothing, 

Saffet, the temple, the side of 
the head. 

Basins, nearly half, partly. 

Bag, a gulf in mosses and 
moors. 

Baggis, a kind of pudding 
boiled in the stomachjpf a 
cow or sheep. 

Bain, to spare, to save. 

BairCd, spared. 

Bairst, harvest. 

Baitk, a petty oath. 

Baivers, nonsense, speaking 
without thought. 

Bal*, oxhcM, an abiding place. 

BaXe, whole, tight, hedthy. 

Baly^ holy. 

Bcdlan, a particulai partition- 
wall in a cottage, or more 
properly, a seat of turf at 
the outside. 

Ballovmasi Hallow-eve, the 
31st of October, 

Bame, home. 

Bamely, homely, affable. 

Ban^,<3Thaun% hand. 

Bap, an outer garment, man- 
tle, plaid, &c. te wrap, to 
cover, to hap.' 

Bapper, a hopper. 

Bapping, hopfiag. 

Bap step an* hmp, hop skip and 
leap 

Barht, hearkened. 

Bam, very coarse linen. 

Bash, a fellow that neither 
knows how to dress nor act 
with prepriety* 
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Sastxt^ hastened. 

J3aiw2, to hold. 

Baughs, low rich lands , 

v^leys. 

Bmrh to drag, to peel. 

BSurlin, peeling. 

Baverel, »half witted person, 
half witted 

BaviTis, good manners, deco- 
mm, good sense. 

Bawhe, a cow, properly one 
with a white face, 

BeatSiome, healthful, whole- 
some. 

Beapitf heaped. 

Bearse, hoarse. 

Beai^t, hear it. 

Beamier, heath 

Beeh! oh I strange. 

Hec&f, promised to foretell 
some^ing that is to he got 
m given j foretold; the 
thing foretold ; offered. 

Bechk, a board, m which are 
fixed anumber of sharp pins 
used in dressing hemp, flax, 
&c. 

Beeze, to elevate, to raise. 

Belm^ the rudder or helm. 

Herd, to tend flocks, one who 
tends flocks^ 

Berrm, a herring. , 

Beiry, to pjfunder; most pro- 
perly, to plunder birds’ 
nests. 

Bern/ment, plaodenng, devas- 
tation. 

BerseJ, herself, also a herd of 
catUe of any sort 

Bet, hot. 

Beugh, a crag, a coal-pit. 

Bikh, a hobble, to halt. 

Bdehn, halting. 

Himsel, himself. 


Bmey, honey 
Bing, to hang. 

Birple, to walk crazily, to creep. 
Birsle, so many cattle as one 
person can attend. 

Bistie, dry, chapt, barren. 
Bttcht, a loop, a knot. 

Bvuzie, buzzy, a young girl. 
Boddtn, the motion of a sage 
countryman riding on a 
cart-horse; humble. 
Bog-score, a kind of distance- 
line, in curling, drawn across 
the riuh* 

Bog-shouther, a kind of horse 
iplay, by justling T^r^th the 
shoiflder; to justle. 

Bool, outer skin or case, a nut- 
shell, pease-swade. 

Boohe, dowly, leisurely. 
Boohel take leisure, stop. 
Boord, a hoard ; to hoard* 
Boordit, hoard^. 

Bom, a spoon made of horn. 
Bomie, one of the many 
names of the Devil. 

Host, or hoast, to cough. 
Bostm, coughing. 

Boots, coughs. 

Botch'd, turned topsy-tmrvy, 
blended, mixed. 
Boughmagandie, fornication* 
Bofukt, an owl. 

Bovsie, dimm. of bouse. 

Boue, to heave, to swell* 
Bov'd, heaved, swelled* 
Bowdie, a midwife. 

Howe, hollow, a hollow or dell, 
Bowehacht,moY in the back, 
spoken of a horse, &c, 
Howff, a landlady, a house of 
resort. 

Bowk, to dig. 

Bowht, digged. 
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BawUn^ digging, 

Movikt, an owl, 

Hctfy to urge. 

S[otf% urged. 
jSbyse, a pull upwards. 
jSby^e, to arable crazily. 
HughoCi dimm. of Hugh. 
Burcheon, a hedgehog. 
Burdie^y theloins, the crupper. 
Bttsktmf cushion. 


P, in. 

leker^ an ear of corn, 
ier-oe, a great-grandchild, 
Ilkf or iUka, each, every. 
lU-wilhe, ill-natured, mali- 
cious, niggardly. 

Inginef genius, ingenuity. 
Jngte, dre, fire-place, 

JTse, I shall or will. 

Xther^ other, one another. 


JAJOy jade; also a familiar 
term among country folks 
'for a giddy young girl. 

Jaiik, to dally, to tnS9e. 

Jaukinf trifling, dallying. 

a jerk of water; to jerk 
as agitated water. 

Jam, coarse raillery, to pour 
out, to shut, to jerk as wa- 
ter. 

JJlet, a jilt, a giddy girl. 

Jtn^, to jump, slender in the 
waist, handsome. 

Jink, to dodge, to turn a cor- 
ner, a sudden turnmg, a 
cicomer. 

Jvnker, that turns quickly, a 
gay sprightly girl, a wag. 

JinJan, dodging. 

Jirk, a jerk. 


Jocieleg, a kind of knife. 

Jouk, to stoop, to bow the 
head. 

Joufi tagow, a v^b which in» 
eludes both the swinging 
motion and pealing soufid 
of a Ijuge bell. 

Jundk, to justle. 


KAE, a daw. 

KaA, colewort, a kind of 
broth. 

KaiUrunt, the stem of cole- 
wort. 

Kdn, fowls, See, paid as rent 
by a farmer. 

Kdhuck, a cheese. 

Keek, a peep, to peep. 

Kelpies, a sort of mischxerous 
spirits, said to haunt fords 
and ferries at night, fe- 
pecially lu storms. 

Km, to know; kmd or 
knew. 

Kennm, a small matter. 

Kenspeckle, well known. 

Ket, matted, hany, % fleece 
of wool. 

Kmugh, carking, anxiety. 

Ktlt, to truss up the clothes. 

Kvmmer, a young girl, a gos- 
sip. 

Mn, kindred. 

Kin?, kind. 

Kin^s-hood, awftrtain part of 
the entrails of an ox, &c, 

Kinira, country. 

Kmtra Coos&r, country stal- 
lion. 

Kirn, the harvest supper, a 
chum. 

Krseni, to christen, or baptize. 

Ktst, chest, a shop counter. 
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E^cUfiy any thing that eats 
with bread, to serve for 
soup, gravy, &c. 
kindred 

Ekth^ to tickle, tickli^, diffi- 
cult. 

SsUltn^ a young cat, 
Mutilefto cuddle. 

JShittlin, cuddling. 

JKimggi^ like hnagSf or points 
of rocks 

Kmppm, a hammer, a ham- 
mer for breaking stones. 
JSko«?c,a small round hillock. 
Knurl, dwarf. 

Kye, cows. 

Kyle, a district in Ayrshire. 
Kyte, the belly. 

Kythe, to discover, to show 
one’s self. 

LA1>X>J3, dimini of lad* 
Laggen, the angle between the 

siu ^ *om of a wooden 

dish. 

lioigh, low. 

Lcaring, wading, and sinking 
in snow, mud, &c. 

Laidi, loath. 

Laithfi^, bashful, sheepish. 
Lallans, Scottish dialect 
Lamlne, dinun. of lamb. 
iMmptt, a kmd of shell-hsh. 
Lm% l|nd, estate, 
ionflilone; my lame, thy lane, 
&c. myself alone. 

Landy, loQ^, &c 
Xan^,^ long; to think lang, to 
long, to weary 
Lap, did leap. 

Imvc, the rest, the remainder, 
the others. 

Lcmerock, the lark 
Lama, shot, reckoning, bill. 


LmUn, lowland. 

Lea% to leave. 

Leal, loyal, true, faithful. 

Lea-ng, grassy ndge. 

Lear, (pronoun, lare,) learn- 

Lee-lang, live-long, 

Leesorn, pleasant. 

Leeze^me, a phrase of con- 
gratulatoiy endearment; I 
am happy in thee, or proud 
of thee. 

Leister, a three-pronged dart 
for sinking fish. 

Leugh, did laugh. 

Leak, a look, to look. 

JMet, gelded. 

Lift, sky. 

Lightly, sneeringly, to sneer 
at. 

XMt, a ballad, a tune, to smg. 

Lmmer, a kept mistress, a 
strumpet. 

Lm^t, limped, hobbled. 

XtnA to tnp along 

LmUn, tnpping. 

Linn, a waterfall, precipice. 

Lmt, fiaz ; lint x' the hell, fiaz 
in flower 

Lintwhite, a linnet 

Loan, or loamn, the place of 
milkmg. 

Loof, the palm of the hand. 

Loot, did let 

Looves, plural of loaf. 

: Loun, a fellow, a ragamuffin, 
a woman of easy virtue. 

Loup, jump, leap. 

Lowe, a fiame* 

Lcmn, flaming. 

Lowrie, dbbremaiion of Law- 
rence. 

Lome, to loose. 

Lows'd, loosed. 
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Xjagf tbe ear, a handle. 

I^upget, having a handle. 

lAtggk, a small wooden dish 
with a handle. 

Zum, the chimney. 

Lunch, a large piece of cheese, 
flesh, &c. 

Xttnt, a column of smoke , to 
smoke. 

Luntin, smoking. 

Lyart, of a mixed colour, grey 


jaf^Jg7,more. 

MatTi more 

Maist, most, almost. 

Maistly, mostly. 

Jfefojfe, to make. 

MaMn^ making 

McaJen, farm. 

MaUUe, Molly. 

Many, among. 

JjLanse, the parsonage-house 
where the noamster lives. 

Manteele, a mantle. 

Mark, merks. (JThts and se- 
veral other nouns which' tn 
Englidi reqdre an s, to form 
tAc plural, are in Scotch, 
Uke the words sheep, deer, 
t&c same in both num- 
bers*') 

Mar^s year, the year 1715 

Mashlum, meslin, mixed corn. 

Mask, to mash, as malt, dec. 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot. 

Maukin, a hare. 

Maun, must. 

Mavis, the thrush. 

Maw, to mow. 

Mawvn, mowing 

Meers^ a mare. 

Menkle, much 

Mehmcholiq^s, mournful. 


Meldrr, corn, or gram, of any 
kind, sent to the mill to he 
ground. . 

IfeZr, to meddle. Also a mal- 
let for pounding barley m 
a stone trough.^ 

Melvie, to soil with meal. 

Men\ to mend. 

Mmse, good manners, deco- 
rum. 

Menseless, ill-bred, rude, im- 
pudent. 

Messin, a small dog. 

Midden, a dunghill 

Midden-hole, a gutter at the 
bottom of a dunghill. 

Mim, prim, affectedly meek. 

Mrn\ mind, resemblance. 

Mm% mind it, resolved, in- 
tending. 

Minnie, mother, dam. 

Mirk, mtrkest, dark, darkest. 

Misra\ to abuse, to call 
names. 

Mtsca*d, abus’d. 

Mislear^d, mischi^evoua, un- 
mannerly. 

Misteuk, mistook" 

Mvther, a mother. 

MRxtie^maxtie, confusedly 
mixed. 

Moisbfy, to moisten. 

Many, or monte, many. 

JfoojD, to nibble as a sheep. 

Moorlan^, of or beloiS^ing to 
moors 

Mom, the next day, to-mor- 
row. 

Mou, the month. 

Moudiwort, a mole 

Monde, dimin, of mouse. 

Muclde, or mickle, great, big, 
much. 

Musie, dimin. of muse. 
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Mudm-^kaili broth composed 
simply of water, shelled 
barley, and greens. 
MvttcJihn, an English pint. 
Mysel, ipyself. 

no, not any. 

MeetMng or nat&ing, nothing. 

a horse. 

^ne, none 

jSfappy^ ale, to be tipsy. 
Neebor^ neighboui. 

Neglecht, neglected. 

Neukf nook. 

Niesti nesit. 

Nieoe^ the fiat, 

Niev^u\ handful. 

Niffer^ an exchange j to ex- 
change, to barter. 

Niger, a negro. 
JSfine-taded-cat, a hangman’s 
whip, 

Nvt, a nut. 

Norland, of or belonging to 
the north. 

Nohd^t, noticed. 

Nbwte, black cattle. 

0*, of. 

Ochels, name of mountains. 

0 hatA, 0 faith! an oath, 
Ony, 4 S>Y ome, any. 

Or, IS often nsed for ere, be- 
fore. 

OVjOf . 

Owne, shivenng, drooping, 
Oursd, or oursels, ourselves 
OvUers, cattle not housed. 
Owre, over, too. 

OwrAip, a way of fetching a 
blow with the hammer over 
the arm. 


PACK, intimate, familiar, 
twelve stone of wool. 

JPamch, paunch. 

Faitnch^ a partridge. 

Fang, to cram. 

Farle, speech, 

Farntch, oatmeal pudding, a 
well-known Scotch dish. 

Fat, did put, a ppt. 

Fattle, or pettU, a plough- 
staC 

Paughty, proud, haughty. 

Fat^, or pawkie, ciinnmg, 
sly. 

Fay^t, paid, beat. 

Feck, to fetch the breath 
short, as in an asthma. 

Fechan, thecrop, the stomach. 

Feehn, peeling. 

Fet, a domesticated sheep, &c. 

Fettle, to chensh ; a plough- 
staff. 

Fhxlibege, short petticoats 
worn by the Highland- 
men. 

Fhraise, fair speeches, flat- 
tery, to flatter. 

Phramn, flattery. 

Fzbroch, a Highland war song 
adapted to the bagpipe. 

Fickle, a small quantity. 

Fme, pain, uneasiness. 

Fit, to put. 

Flacad, a public prodama- 
tion. 

Flack, au old Scotch coin, the 
third part of a Scotch pen- 
ny, twelve of which make 
an English penny. 

Plackless, pennyless, without 
money. 

Platie, dimm, of plate. 

Flew, or phugh,^ plough. 

Fhskie, a tr'^ik 
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'Pmnd, to seize on cattle* or 
take the goods, as the laws 
of Scotland allow, for rent. 
JPoorHthp poverty. 

JPoUf to poll, 
to pluck. 

J^otissief a hare, a cat. 

Foutr, a poult, a chick. 

Fou% did pull. 

Fowiheri/, like powder. 

Fowt the head, the skull. 
Fotonief a little horse. 
FowUher, or poitther, powder. 
Freen^ a pin. 

Frent, print. 

Fne, to taste. 

Fne‘dy tasted. 

Fnef^ proof. 

Frig, to cheapen, to dispute. 
Pnggm, cheapening 
Frtmsie, demure, precise. 
Fropone, to lay down, to pro- 
pose. 

Frovoses, provosts. 

Fmd, pound, pounds. 

Fgle^ a pyU o* naff, a single 
grain of cha6f. 

QXTAK, to quake. 

Quot, to quit. 

Qub^, a cow from one to two 
years old. 

RAC WEED, herb ragwort. 
Rad}le, to rattle nonsense, 
JSatr, to roar. 

Raxze, to madden, to indame 
RcanfeezPd, fatigued, over- 
spread 

Ram-siam, thoughtless, for* 
war^ 

Raploch, properly a coarse 
cloth, as an adnoun, 

for coarse. 


Rarely^ excellently, very well. 
Bmh, a rush; rash-huss, 
bush of rushes. 

Rattan, a rat. 

Rauch, rash, stout, ^Mirless. 
Raught, reached. 

Raw, a row. 

Rax, to stretch. 

Ream, cream; to cream. 
Reamin, bruEful, frothing* 
Reave, rove. 

Rec^ to heed. 

Rede, counsel, to counsel. 
Red’‘wat'‘shod,ws3kixigin blood 
over the shoe-tops. 
Red-mid, stark mad. 

A^e, half drunk, fuddled. 
Reek, smoke. 

Reekin, smoking. 

Reekit, smoked, smoky. 
Remead, remedy. 

Requite, requited. 

Rest, to stand restive. 

Restif, stood restive, stunted, 
withered. 

Restncked, restncted. 

Rew, repent. 

Rief, reef, plenty. 

Rief randfes, sturdy beggars. 
Rig, a ridge. 

Rin, to run, to melt ; rinnin, 
running. 

Rink, the course of the stones, 
a term in curling on 4ce, 
Rip, a handful of unthreshed 
com. 

Risht, made a noiCd^like the 
tearing of roots. 

RacUn, spinning on the rock, 
or dutaff* 

Rood, stands likewise for the 
plural roods. 

Roon?, a shred. 

Roose, to praise, to commend. 
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JS(xm\ round, in thn circle of 
neighbourhood. 

Jfioujpeif hoarse, as Tvith a cold. 
jRouthie, plentiful. 

JfZwe, lb roU, to wrap. 

JSou^i, rolled, wrapped. 

JBewfe, to low, to b^ow. 
jRowth, or totih, plenty. 
JHomiiny lowing. 

Bozet, rosin. 

JBunp, a cudgel. 

Sunkledf wnnkled. 

Buntj the stem of colewort or 
cabbage. 

Buth, a woman’s name, the 
book so called; sorrow. 

SAJS, so. 

Sq/ity soft. 

SatTy to serve, a sore. 

Sdirfyy or sairlte, sorely. 
Sah‘% served, 
a shirt. 

jSioritit, provided in shirts. 
Sai^, the willow. 

Said, soul. 

Saummt, salmon. 

a samt. 

Saui, salt. 

Saw, to sow. 

Sawm, sowing. 
jSout, six. 

ScgttA, to damage, to injure, 
injury. 

Scar, to scar, a scar. 

Scaudnip scdd. 

Scauld, to scold. 

Scaur, apt to be scared. 

Scowl, a scold. 

Scon, a kind of bread. 

Santner, a loathing, to loathe. 
Scratch, to scream as a hen 
partridge, &c. 

Screed, to tear, a rent. 


Scrieve, to glide swiftly along. 

Senevtn, gleesomely, swiftly. 

Scrimp, to scant. 

Scnmpet, did scant, scanty# 

8ee% did see. 

SHgin, seizing. 

Sel, self; a bod^e set, one’s 
self alone. 

SelPt, did sell. 

I Sen*, to send. 

8en% I, he, or she sent, or 
did send it. 

Servant servant. 

Settkn, settling; to get a 
ietflm, to be frighted into 
quietness. 

Sets, sets off, goes away. 

Skaxrd, a shr^, shard* 

Shangan, a stick cleft at one 
end for pottmg the tail of 
a dog, &c. into, by way of 
mischief, or to brighten him 
away. 

Shaver, a humorous wag, a 
barber. 

SAaur,to8how; a small wood 
m a hollow place. 

Shem, bright, shining. 

Sheepshank; to dnn^ one’s 
self nae iheepsihank, to be 
conceited. 

SMrrasnmr, Shen^^moor, the 
famous battle fought in the 
RebellioQ, A.l>. 1715. 

Sheugh, a ditch, a trench, a 
sluice. 

Shxel, a shed. 

ShiU, shnll. 

Shop, a shock, a push off at 
one side. 

Skoal, a shovel. 

Shoon, shoes. 

Shore, to offee, to threaten. 

Shored, offered. 
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Shoutkert tlie shoulder. 

Sicf such. 

Sicker^ sure, steady. 

Stddtns, sidelong, slanting. 
SiUei‘, silver, money. 

Simmer^ summer. 

Sin, a son. 

Stn\ smce. 

Skaiih, see sccdih, 

Skellum, a worthless fellow. 
SMp, to strike, to slap; to 
walk with a smart tripping 
step, a smart stroke. 
Skdpt-limmery a technical 
term in female scoldmg 
SheljoW) stappin, walking. 
Sktegh^ or Skeighf proud, nice, 
high-mettled. 

a small portion. 
SMrl, to shriek, to cry shrilly. 
Skirling, shnetog, crying. 
SUrl% shrieked. 

Skieni, slant, to run aslant, 
to deviate from truth. 
SBenUdy ran, or hit, in an 
oblique direction. 

Skrdghy a scream, to scream. 
Sloe, sloe. 

Slade, did shde. 

Slap, a gate, a breach in a 
fence. 

Slaw, slow. 

Sle^ sly ; sleest, slyest. 
SleeMt, sleek, sly. 

SUdderg, slippery. 

Stgpe, to fall over, as a wet 
furrow from the plough. 
Slgpet, fell, 
small. 

Mmeddurr^ dust, powder, met- 
tle, sense. 

StmMg, a smithy. 

Stooot, to smot’^er, 

Smoor^d, smothered 


Smoutie, smutiy, obscene, 
ugly. 

Smytrie, anumerous collection 
of small individuals. 

Snapper, stumble. 

Snash, abuse, Billingsgate. 

Snaw, snow, to snow. 

Snavhbroo, melted snow. 

Snawie, snowy. 

Sneck, latch of a door. 

Sned, to lop, to cut 

Sneeshm, snuf'. 

Sneeshn~md2, a snufF-box. 

Snell, bitter, biting 

SnicMramng, tuck contriv- 
ing. 

Srtiik, the latchet of a door. 

Snool, one whose spirit is 
broken with oppressive 
slavery ; to submit tamely, 
to sneak. 

Snoove, to go smoothly and 
constantly, to sneak. 

Snowk, to scent or snufF, as a 
dog, horse, &c* 

Snoufktt, scented, snuffed. 

Sonsie, having sweet engag- 
ing looks, lUcky, Jolly. 

Som, to swim. 

Sooth, truth, a petty oath. 

Sough, a sigh, a sound dying 
on the ear. 

Souple, flexible, swift. 

Souter, a shoemaker. 

Sowens, a dish made of oat- 
meal, the seeds of %e oat- 
meal soured, boiled up 
till they make an agreeable 
puddmg. 

Sou^, a spoonful, a small 
quantity of any thing h' 
quid. 

Sowth, to try over a tune 
with a low whistle 
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Sowiiher, solder, to solder, to 
cement. 

Spde^ to prophesy, to di- 
me. 

Spair^je^ to dash, to soil, as 
■witcL mire. 

Spaul, a Umh 
Spfxmt, having the spam. 
Sp4iatf or a sweeping tor- 

rent, after ram or thaw. 
$pe$l, to climb. 

the country parlour. 
6jp«V, f-o ash, to inquire. 
i^cnen^it inquired. 
apldtUeTf a splutter, to splutter. 
Sphughetii a tobacco pouch. 

a frolic, noise, not, 
Sprattle, to scramble. 
BpreckfMf spotted, speckled. 
Bprmg^ a quick air m music, 
a Scottish reel. 

Sjmt, a tough-rooted plant, 
something like rushes. 
Sprktie^ friU of sprif^ 
dre, metUe^ wit. 
Bpstr^, mettlesome, dery; 

wiU^o^vnsp, or igim foitmis* 
Spurtk, a stick used in mak- 
ing oatmeal pudding or 
pomdge, a notable Scotch 
dish. 

Sqmdf a crew, a party, 
l^quafter^ a dutter in water, 
8« a '^d duck, &c« 
Sgmttle, to sprawl, 

Squedf a scream, a screech, 
to sOfeum 

StcusheTj to stagger. 

Stac^ a rick of com, hay, &c. 
Staggie, the dimin. of stag. 
Staltoartf strong, stout, 

Stan\ to stand; sfan% did 
stand 

Stanei a stone. 


Stm\ did stink; a pool of 
standing water. 

Stap, stop. 

Starkf stout. 

Startle^ to run as cattle stung 
by the gad-fry. 

Siaumrelf a blockhead, half^ 
witted. 

Sfawf did steal, to surfeit. 

Steck, to cram the belly. 

Stechint cramming. 

Steek, to shut, a stitch. 

Steer, to molest, to stir. 

5tee»c,frrm, compacted. 

Stdl, a still, 

Sten, to rear as a horse. 

Sten% reared. 

Stents, tribute, dues of any 
kiud. 

Ste^i steep; stepest^ steepest. 

ShUle, stubble; 
the reaper m haryest who 
takes the lead. 

Stick an stm, totally, alto- 
gether. 

Stde^ a crutch; to halt, to 
limp. 

SHmpart, the eighth part of a 
Winchester bushel, 

Stvrk, a cow or bullock a year 
old 

Stock, a plant or root of cole- 
wort^ cabbage, &c. 

Stockm% stocking; throwing 
the stochn\ when the bride 
and bridegroom are put into 
bed, and the candle out, 
the former throws a stock- 
ing at random among the 
company, and the person 
whom It strikes is Hie nexr 
that will be married. 

Stooked, made ig-p in shocks as 
com. 
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5ft)onsoTmdmghoUow> strong, 
and hoarse. 

Stoty an ox. 

Utoupt or Stewpf a kind of 
jug or djsh with a handle. 

Stoure,dn3% more particularly 
dust in motion. 

Stowrif stolen. 

Stownlins, by stealth. 

Stoytey stumble. 

Stracht did strike. 

Siraet straw; to die a fair 
etroA deadly to die in bed. 

Streak, did stnke. 

StraUdt, stroked. 

Strappany tall and handsome. 

Stravghty straight* 

Streck, stretched, to stretch. 

Striddle, to straddle. 

Stroaji, to spout, to make 
water. 

Strunt, spirituous liquor of 
any kind ; to walk sturdily. 

Siuddte, an anvil. 

Stuff, corn or pulse of any 
kind. 

Siumpie, dimin. of stump. 

Start, trouble ; to molest. 

Startin, frighted. 

Sucker, sugar. 

Sud, should. 

Sugh, the continued rushing 
noise of wind or water. 

Sidhrm, southern, an old 
name for the English na> 
tion. 

Swaird, sward. 

SmlVd, swelled. 

SwarA, stately, jolly. 

Smm^, or mainker, a tight 
Straining young fellow, or 
girl. 

Swap, an exchange^ to barter. 

Swarf, swoon. 


Swat, did sweat 

Swatch, a sample. 

Swats, drink, good ale. 

Sweaim, sweating. 

Sweer, lazy, averse; dead* 
sweer, extremely averse. 

Swmge, to beat, to whip. 

Swirl, a curve, an eddyhig 
blast, a pool, a knot in 
wood. 

Smrlie, knaggy, fall of knots. 

Swtth, get away. 

to hesitate in choice, 
an irresolute wavering in 
choice. 

Swoor, swore, did swear. 

Sane, since, ago, then. 

TACKETS, a kind of nails 
for dnving into the he^ 
of shoes. 

Too, a toe j three-toA^d, having 
three prongs. 

Tairge, target. 

Tak, to take ; toMn, taking* 

Tamtcdlan, Tantallon, the 
name of a castle. 

Tangle, a seaweed. 

Tap, the top. 

Tapethss, heedless, fooli^. 

Tarrow, to murmur at one’s 
allowance. 

Tarrotdt, murmured. 

Tarry-breeks, a sailor, 

Taul(^ or told, told. 

Taujm, a foolish thoughtless 
young girl. 

Tallied, or tautie, matted to- 
gether; spoken of hair or 
wool. 

Tawie, that allows itself peace- 
ably to be handled ; spoken 
of a horse, cow, &c. 

Teat, a small quantity. 
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TeMng, spreading after the 
mower. 

Ten-hours-bite^ a slight feed 
to the horses while m the 
yokef in the forenoon. 

Tentt a field pulpit, heed, 
q^ation, take heed. 

Tenik^ heedful, cautious. 

T&Uless^ heedless. 

T&igh, tough. 

Thackt thatch; ^ck<m rape, 
clothing necessaries. 

Thae^ these 

Thazrms^ small guts, fiddle- 
stnngs. 

Thanht^ thanked. 

Tkeeht, thatched. 

Thegiiher, together. 

7%msd, themselves. 

Thirkf intimate, familiar. 

Thtefidm, cold, dry, spited; 
spoken of a person’s demea- 
nout. 
these. 

Thkt, to thrill. 

Thirled, thnlled, vibrated. 

Thole, to suffer, to endure. 

Thome, a thaw, to thaw. 

Thornless, slack, lazy* 

Throng, throng, a crowd. 

Thrapple, throat, windpipe. 

Thraw, to sprain, to twist, to 
contradict. 

TlUhamn, twisting, &c, ^ 

Thraxtm, sprained, twisted, 
congadicted, contradic- 
tion. 

Threap, to maintain by dmt 
of assertion. 

^hcfidtLn, thrashing 

Threteen, thirteen. 

Thrisde, thistle* 

Through, to go on with, to 
make out 


Tkeonihev, pell-mell, confu- 
sedly, 

Tkvd, to make a loud inter- 
mittent noise. 

Thuiapit, thumped. 

Thysd, thyself. 

Till't, to It 
Timm, timber. 

Tim, to lose; imi, lost 
TinMer, a tinker. 

Tint the gate, lost the way. 
Tip, a ram. 

Ttppence, twopence. 

Tirl, to make a slight noise^ 
to uncover. 

Tirhn, uncovering. 

Tidier, the other. 

Tittle, to whisper. 

Titthn, whispenng. 

Tocher, marriage portion* 

Tod, a fos. 

Toddle, to totter like the walk 
of a child. ‘ 

Toddkn, totterit^g. 

Tom, empty. 

Toop, a ram. 

Town, a hamlet, afarm-house* 
Tout, the blast of a horn or 
» trumpet, to blow a horn, 
&c. 

Tow, a rope. 

Towmand, a twelvemonth. 
Towzie, rough, shaggy. 

Tog, a very old fashion of fe- 
male head-dress, 

Toyte, to totter Kke old age. 
Transmugnfy^d, transformed/ 
metamorphosed. 

Trashirie, trash. 

Trems, trowsexs. 

Tnckie, full of tricktN 
Tng, spruce, neat. 
Jhmfy,exceyently. 

Trow, to believe. 
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Tr&tmlki truth, a petty oath, 
Tfifsted, appointed ; to try$t6^ 
to make an appointment, 
TTy% tried. 

Tug, raw hide, of which in 
old times plough - traces 
were frequently made. 
Tulzie, a quarrel ; to quarrel, 
to fight. 

Two, two, 

Tura-three, a few* 

^Twad, it would. 

Ttoal^ twelve, twal-pennk 
worth, a small quantity, a 
penny worth. N.B. One 
penny JBngluh'is 12d. Scotclu 
Twin, to part. 

Tyke, a dog. 


XTNCO, strange, uncouth, 
very, very great, prodi- 
gious. 

Uncos, news. 

Unkenn^d, unknown, 

Unsicker, unsure, unsteady. 

Un8kat1ih?d, undamaged, un- 
hurt. 

Unweeting, unwotting, un- 
knowingly. 

Upo*, upon. 

Urchin, a hedge-hog. 

rAF*Mm, vapouring. 

Vera, very. 

Virl, a ring, round a column, 
ficc. 


WA*, wall; wa’s, walls. 
Wabste a weaver. 

Wad, would, to bet, a bet, a 
pledge. 

Wadna, would not. 


Woe, woe, sorrowful. 

Waefif, sorrowful. 

Wdesucks! or waes me I alas! 
0 the pity. 

Waft, the cross thread that 
goes from the shuttle 
thiough the web; wooj. 

Watr to lay out, to expend. 

Wale, choice^ to choose. 

WaVd, chose, chosen. 

Wake, ample, large, jolly 
also an intersection of dis-*^ 
tress. 

Wame, the belly. 

Wamefu\ a belly-full. 

Wanchancie, unlucky. 

V^nrestfd, restless. 

Wark, work. 

Warkdume, a tool to work 
with. 

Warl, or warld, world. 

Wailock, a wizard, 

Warly, worldly, eager on 
amassing wealth. 

Warran, a warrant, to war* 
rant. 

Worst, worst. 

WarstVd, orwarsVd, wrestled. 

Wastne, prodigality. 

Wat, wet; JT wot, I wo^ X 
know 

Water hrose, brose made of 
meal and water simply, 
without the additions of 
milk, butter, &c. 

Wattle, a twig, a wand. 

Wcmble, to swing, te Teel. 

Waught, draught. 

Wauht, thickened as fullers 
do cloth 

fVauknfe, not apt to sleep 

Water, worse, to worst. 

WauT^t, worsted. 

Wean, or weame, a child. 
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W&an^f or weary ^ feeble, 
mmy a wearte lody^ many 
a djiferent person 
weasand. 

Weaving^he stocking. See 
Sfochn, 

fFse^htthi wee things, httle 
ones j wee hit, a small mat- 
_ter 

l^eel, well ; weelfare, welfaie, 
Wnt, ram, wetness 
Wekd, fate. 

' Wdse, we shall. 

Wha, who, 

Whaizle, to wheeze 
Whalpit, whelped 
Whang, a leathern string, a 
piece of cheese, bread, &c. 
to give the strappado 
Whare, where j Wbareeer, 
wherever. 

Whose, whose. 

Whxkreck, nevertheless. 
Whespyio fly nimbly, to jerk j 
peanywh&sp, small beer. 
Whid, the motion of a hare, 
running but not fnghted, 
a lie. 

WJaddm, running as a hare 
or coney. 

Whigmelsenes, whims, fancies, 
crotchets. 

WUvngin, crying, complam- 
mg, fretting. 

Wt^Ugigvmsy useless orna- 
ments, appendages 

WhtM, silence; to hold onds 
whisht, to be silent. 

Whwk, to sweep, to lash. 
WhislUfJie^ed 
Whu,s{e, a whistle, to whistle 
Whittei, a hearty draught of 
liquor 

Whunstans, a whmstone, 
VOL. III. 


Whyhs, whiles, sometimes- 

Wick, to strike a stone in an 
oblique direction, a term 
in cuilmg. 

Wicker, willow, (the smallei 
sort) 

Wiel, a small whirlpool. 

Wifie, a diminutive or en- 
dearing term for wife. 

Wimple, to meander. 

Wmprt, meandered. 

Wimplm, waving, meander- 
ing 

Win, to win, to wmnow. 

Win*t, winded, as a bottom 
of yarn. 

Wi7i\ wind ; wm’s, winds. 

Winna, will not. 

Wimoclt, a window. 

Winsome, hearty, vaunted, 
gay. 

Winds, a staggering motion, 
to stagger, to reel.' 

Wme, an oath. 

Wise, to wish 

Withoutten, without. 

Wizen'd, hide-bound, dried, 
shrunk 

Wanner, a wonder, acontemp- 
tuous appellation 

WoTts, dwells. 

Woo\ wool. 

Woo, to court, to make love 
to. 

Woodie, a rope, more properly 
one made of withes or wil- 
lows. 

Wooer-bahyih.e garter knotted 
below &e knee with a 
couple of loops 

Wordy, worthy. 

Worset, worsted. 

Wow, an exclamation of plea- 
sure or^jwonder. 


V 
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Wracks to tease, to vex. 

Wrmth, a spirit, a ghost , an 
appantion exactly like a 
living person, whose ap- 
pearance IS said to forbode 
the person’s approaching 
death, 

Wrangt wrong, to wrong. 

Wreeth, a (ififted heap of 
snow. 

Wudj mad, distracted. 

WurnhlB, a wimble. 

WyU, beguile. 

Wyheeoatt a flannel vest 

Wyte^ blame, to blame. 


TE} this pronoun is fre^ 
quently used for thou. 
TearnSi longs much. 


Yeatlings, born in the same 
year, coevals. 

Pear, is used both for singular 
and plural years, 

Yelli barren, that gives no 
milk. 

Yerk^ to lash, to jeik 

Yerkit^ jerked, lashed. 

Yestreen,^ yesternight. 

Ysbty a gate, such as is usu- 
ally at the entrance into^a 
farm-yard or field. 

Yill^ ale. 

Yirdy earth. 

Yokvni yoking, a bout* 

ITon#, beyond. 

Yourself yourself. 

Yowe, a ewe. 

Youne^ dimm. of yowe. 

YuU, Christmas. 
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Farewell, dear fnend; may guid luck hit you^ ii, 102 

Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak domains, li. 103 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye skies, li, 208 

Farewell, thou stream that winding flows, ii. 252 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, in. 73 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped, ui, 95 

Fill me with the rosy wine, ii. 1^2 

Fintray, my stay in worldly stiite, ii. 104 

First when Maggy was my care, iii. 69 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, ii. 812 

For lords or kmgs l dinna mourn, ii. 85 

Fcrlom, my love, no comfort near, ii. 265 

Frae the fnends and land I love, in. 236 

Friend of the poet, tned and leal, ii. 52 

From thee, Ehza, I must go, iii. 33 

From those drear solitudes aud frowzy cells, ii. 99 

Fy, let us a’ to Kirkcudbright, iii. 206 

Gan® is the day, and mirk’s the night, ii. 293 

Gat ye me, 0 gat ye me, iii* 154 

Go, fame, an’ canter like a filly, i. 98 

Go fetch to me a pint of wme, li. 330 

Grant me, indulgent Heav’n, that I may live, ih 181 

Green grow the rashes, O, iii. SO 

Gudeen to you, kimmer, in. 232 

Guid momin to your Majesty, i. 75 

Guid speed an’ furder to-you Johny, ii. 66 

Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore, ii. 230 
Had I the wyte, had I the wyte, lii. 156 
Had, IPoesie I thou nymph reserv’d, li. 37 
Hail, thamn-inspinn’, lattlin Willie, li. 108 
Has auld K'lmarnock seen the Deil, i. 94 
Ua! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie, i, 182 
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Health to the Maxwells’ vet’raa chief, u. 77 

Hear, Land o’ Cakes, and brither Scots, i. 247 

He clench’d his pamphlets in his 6st» n. 192 

Hee balonl my sweet wee Donald, m. 157 

Her da4die forbad, her minnie forbad, ni» 158 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, ii. 222 

H§re Brewer Ariel’s fire’s extinct, ii. 113 

Here comes Burns on Eosmante, ii, 201 

Here Holy Willie’s saw- worn elay, li. 174 

Here Is the glen and heie the bower, u. 239 

Here lie Willie Michie’s banes, n. 190 

Here lies John Bushby, bonest man, n. 199 

Here lies Johnny Pidgeon, u. 199 

Here lies a mock marquis, whose titles were shamm’d,ii 200 

Here lies a rose, a budding rose, ii 112 

Here’s.to thy hfealth, my borne lass, in. 169 

Here^s a bottle and an hoimst fnend, in. 77 

Here’s a health to ane I lo^e dear, u. 270 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, ai. 119 

Here sowter Hood m death does sleep, a. 196 

Here Stuarts once in glory reign’d, d 113 

Here, where the Scottish muse immortal lives, a* 36 

Her flowing locks, the raven’s wing, lii. 116 

He who of Eankine sang, lies stiff and dead, 186 

Hey, the dusty miller, ia. 160 

How can my poor heart be glad, ii. 240 

How cold IS that bosom which folly once fired, a 46 

How cruel are the parents, li.' 261 

How laiig and dreary is the night, li. 246 

How pleasant the banks of the clear-wmdmg Devon, ih, 4 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite, u. 18 

Husband, husband, cease your stijfe, a. 234 

I MI a keeper of the law, a. 186 
€ am my mammie’s ae baim, iii. 120 
I bum. I burn, as when thro* npen’d corn, zi. 143 
I call m) f oddesB to inspire my strains, a. 56 
I coft a stane o’ haslock woo’, iii. 161 
I do confess thou art sae fair, ii. 334 
I dreamU I lay where flowers were springing, a. 327 
If ye gae up to yon hiU-tap, ai 225 
If you rattle along like your mistress’s tongue, a. 158 
I gaed a waefu’ gate yestreen, a. 290 
I gat your letter, winsome Willie, i. 197 
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I liae a wife o’ my ain, ii. 212 

I hold it, Sir, my boundeia duty, ii. 73 

I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town, »i. 76 

ril kiss thee yet, yet, in. 78 

I iang hae thought, my youthfu’ friend, i. 169 

I married with a scolding wife, m. 161 

I met a lass, a bonie lass, ii. 160 

I mind it weel, in early date, ii* 64 

I’m three times doubly o’er your debtor, ii* 8 

I muider hate by field or flood, ii. 191 

In coming by the brig of Bye, in. 163 

Inhuman man! curse on thy barb’rous art, i. 250 

In Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles, ni. 1 18 

Innocence looks gaily smiling on, ii 149 

In politics, if thou would’st mix, n. 190 

In simmer when the hay was mawn, iL 301 

Instead of a song, boys, I’ll give ^ou a toast, li, 185 

In this strange land, this uncouth clime, li. 114 

In Torholton, ye ken, there are proper young men, ni. 226 

In vain would prudence, with decorous sneer, ii» 142 

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng, li, 123 

,I sing of a whistle, a whistle of worth, ii,J3 

Is there, for honest poverty, ui, 63 

la there a whim-mspired fool, ii. 197 

It is na, Jean, thy home face, iii. 165 

It was a’ for our nghtfu’ king, in. 164 

It was the charming month of May, ni. 17 

It was upon a Lammas night, fix. 31 

jAifliE, come try me, iii. 166 

Jenny M*Graw, she has ta’en to the heather, ii. 162 

Jockey’s ta’en the parting kiss, ii. 325 

John Anderson my jo, John, n. 291 

K e mb le, thou curest my unbelief, ii 190 
Ken ye ought o’ Captain Grose, 'iii. 67 
Kilmarnock wabsters fidge an’ claw’, i. 51 
Kmd Sir, I’ve read your paper through, ii. 28 
Know thou, 0 stranger to the fame, ii. 196 

Lament him, Mauchline husbands a’, li. 200 
Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, i. 66 
Landlady, count the lawm, in. 167 
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lassie the lint-white locks, h. 249 
lass, when your mither is frae hame, n 159 
last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen, », 266 
late crippl'd of an arm, and now a leg, i. 227 
let not woman e’er complain, in. 1$ 
let otner heroes boast their scars, ii 154 
1^ other poets raise a fracas, i« 10 
Iffe ne*er exulted in so nch a prize, u. 26 
light lay the earth on Billy’s breast, u. 144 
like Bsop’s lion, Bums says, sore I feel, ii, X14 
lone on the bleaky hills the straying flocks, ii. 120 
tlong life, my lord, an’ health be yours, ii. 116 
long, long the night, in. 27 
lord, we thank an’ Thee adore, li. 162 
loud blaw the frosty breezes, ii. 272 
louis, what wreck I hy thee, u, 314 

Mabk yonder pomp of coStly fashion, ii. 262 

Maxwell, if merit here yon crave, ii. 145 

Musing on the roanng ocean, ii. 277 

My bottle is my holy pool, ii. 181 

My Chloris, mark how green the groves, ui. 16 

My curse upon thy venom’d stang, li. Z 

My father was a fanner upon the Oamck border, 0, lii. 92 

My Harry was a gallant gay, m. 139 

My heart is a breaking, dear Tittie, ii. 291 

My heart is ^air, I dare na tell, ii. 315 

My heart is wae, and unco wae, in. 229 

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here, u, 331 

My heart was ance as blythe and free, in. 169 

My honour’d colenel’, deep I feel, ii. 54 

My lady’s gown there’s gairs upon’t, ui 122 

My lord, I know your noble ear, i. 256 

Mj^love, she’s but a lassie yet, an. 168 

My Wi my honour’d, much respected friend, i 147 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy’s form, ii. 326 

Hab gentle dames, tho’ e’er sae fair, ii 823 
Ho churchman am I for to rail and to write, ii. 339 
Ho more'of your guests, be they titled or not, n, 50 
Ho more, ye warblers of the wood, no more, n. 47 
Ho sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay, li. 60 
Ho song nor dance I bnug from yon great city, n, 24 
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No Stewart art thou, Galloway, ii. 187 
Now baiak an^ brae are claith’d in green, li. 838 
Now health forsakes that angel face, ii. 146 
Now m ber gieen mantle blythe natiue an ays, u« 26* 

Now Kennedy, if foot or boise, h. 118 
Now nature bangs bei mantle green, i. 219 
Now Eobin lies in bis last laii, ii 63 
Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers, iii. 56 
Now spring bas clad tbe groves in green, ni. 57 
Now westlm winds, and slaugbt’nng guns, lii. 37 

0 A* ye pious godly flocks, ii. 164 
0 ay my wife she dang me, lii. 123 
0 bonie was yon losy brier, ii. 264 
O cam ye here tbe fight to shun, iiu 62 
O can ye labour lea, young man, ii. 161 
0, could I give tbee India’s wealth, ii. 122 
0 death, hadst thou but spar’d h£ life, ii 183 
0 death » thou tyrant fell and bloody, i. 213 
O’er the mist-shrouded clilTs of the lone mouiitam atiayiiig, 
n. 88 

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw, ii. 285 
'Of all the numeious ills tjiat hurt our peace, li* 140 
0 gie my love brose, brose, ii. 159 
0 ’ Goudiel terror o’ the T5^igs, n. 95 
0 guid ale comes, and guid ale goes, iii. 126 
0 had the malt thy strength of mind, ii. 50 
Oh t had each Scot of ancient times, ii. 193 
Oh, open the door, some piiy to shew, ii. 219 
0 how can I he blithe and glad, in. 1 
0 how shall I unskilful try, in. 170 
Oh I I am come to the low countiie, m. 176 
0 Kenmure’s on and awa, Willie, m. 172 
O ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten, ii. 220 
0 , Lady Mary Ann, iii. 174 
O lassie, art thou sleeping yet, ii. 256 
0 lay thy loof in mine, lass, iii. 125 
Old Winter with his fiosty beard, ii. 48 
O leave novels, ye Mauchline belles, iii 112 
0 leeze me on my spinning wheel, ii. 299 
4 ) Logan, sweetly didst thou glide, ii. 223 
0 lovely Polly Stewart, iii. 128 

0 luve will venture in, where it daurna weel be seen, n. 304 
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0 Mally’s meek, Mally's sweet, uu 179 

0 Mary, at thy window be, lu. 88 

0 May, thy morn was ne’er sae sweet, ii. 316 

0 meikle thinks my luve o’ my beauty, ii. 294 

0 m^ry hae I been teethin’ a heckle, m. 177 

0 miS:, mirk is this midnight hoar, n. 218 

p mount and go, in. 173 

U, my luve’s like a red; red rose, li. 317 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer day, iii. 104 

Once fondly lov’d, and still remember’d dear, ii 92 

On Cessnocfc banks a lassie dwells, uu 79 

One night as X did wander, ni. 114 

One Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell, ii. 183 

0, once I lov’d a borne lass, in. 70 

0 Ehilly, happy be that day, ni. 20 

0 poorti^ canid, and restless love, li 216 

Oppress’d with gnef, opmess’d with care, S. 143 

0 raging fortune’s withering blast, in, 105 

0 rattlin’, roarin’ WilHe, lu, 178 

O rough, rude, ready-witted Rahkine, i. 204 

%thodox, orthodox, whabelieveinJohnKhox,!* 261 , u 12^ 

0 sad and heavy should I part, iii 180 

0 saw ye bonie Lesley, lii, 96 

0 aaw ye my dear, my Phely, iii. 14 

0 saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M‘Nab, iii. 221 

0 stay, sweet warbling woodlark, stay, ii. 260 

0 steer her up and hand her gaun, in. 181 

0 tell na me o’ vflnd and rain, li, 257 

0 that I had ne’er been married, xii. 234 

0 thm IS no my am lassie, li. 263 

0 Then Dread’ Power, who reign’st above, 5, 161 

0 Thou Great Being! what art Thou, i. 163 

0 Thou in whom we live and move, n. 163 

Othou pale orb, that silent shines, 1 . 140 

0 Thou, the first, the greatest friend, i. 164 

0 Thou unknown, Alnnghty Cause, i. 159 

0 ThJu|iwha in the heavens dost dwell, li, 168 

0 thou I whatever title smt thee, i 58 

O Thou, who kindly dost provide, ii, 61 

0 thou%hom poetry abhors, ii 194 

0 Tibbie, I hae seen the day, u. 283 

Out over the Forth I look to the north, u 339 

0, wat ye wha’s is yon town, ii, 318 
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O wat ye what my mimiie did, ii. 160 

0 wafc ye wha that lo’'ea me, iii. 233 

0, were I on Parnassus’ hill, ii 286 

0 were my love yon lilac fair, iii 10 

0, wert thou m the cauld blast, ii. 222 

0 wha 18 she that lo’es me, in. 66 

0 wha my babie-clouts will buy, ii* 333 

O, whar did ye get that hauver meal bannock, in. 182 

O whare live ye, my borne lass, in. 216 

O wha will to Saint Stephen’s house, lu. 183 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad, u. 232 

0 why the deuce should I repine, m. 127 

0 wilt thou go wi* me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar, iii* 140 

0, Willie brew’d a peck o’maut, n 289 

O ye wha are sae guid yoursel, i. 91 

0 ye whose cheek the tear of pity stains, li. 198 

Peg Nicholson was a gude bay ma^te, li. 129 
Poor wildly sweet, uncultur’d flow’r, lii. 240 
Powers celestial, whose protection, ui, 82 

Rayino- winds around her blowing, ii. 276 

1 ear high thy bleak majestic hills, ui. 244 
Revered defender of beauteous Stuart, ii. 41 
Right, Sir I your text I’E prove it true, i. 5 
Robin shure m hairst, in* 129 

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calls thee forth, ii. 146 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page, i. 265 

Sae daxen were her ringlets, ii* 244 

Say, sages, what’s the charm on earth, ii. 131 

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, in, 50 

Searching auld wives’ barrels, ii. 189 

Sensibility, how charming, iii. 100 

She is a winsome wee thmg, xi. 213 

She’s fair and fause that causes my smart, li. 303 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, iii. 48 

Shrewd Willie Smellie to Crochallan came, ii. 45 

Sic a reptile was Wat, ii. 201 

Simmer’s a pleasant time, iii. 185 

^g on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough, h. 51 

Sir, as your mandate did request, xi. 10 

Sir, o’er a gill I gat your caid, li. 75 

Sleep’st thou, wak’st thou, fairest creature, ii. 247 
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Blow spreads the gloom my soul desires, m. 106 
Some hooks are lies firae end to end, i 33 
Some hae meat, and canna eat, ii. 128 
Spare me thy vengeance, Galloway, «. 188 
Stay, *iy channer, can you leave me, u. ^73 
Still anxious to secure your partial favour, ii. 34 
Slop, passenger! my story’s hnef, i. 217 
Streams that glide in onent plains, iii. 7 
Sweet flow’ret, pledge o’meikle love, u* 4 
Sweetest May, let love inspire thee, m. 114 
Sweet fa’s the eve on Oraigie-burn, iz. 255 
Sweet naSvetd of feature, ii* 130 

Tjjx. not to me of savages, ii. 131 
Tam Samson’s weel-wom clay here lies, i. 97 
That there is falsehood m his looks, u. 189 
The Catrine woods were allow seen, ii. ’'288 
The haims gat out wi* uSo shout, m. 134 
The black-headed eagle, u. 163 
The blude red rose at Yule may hlaw, ux» 186 
The homest lad that e’er I saw, lii* 187 
jChe cats like kitchen, li. 156 
The cooper o’ Cuddie cam’ here awa, in. 189 
The day returns, my bosom bums, li. 287 
The Dell camjfiddling thro’ the town, iii. 8 
The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, li. 194 
"Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, u. 62 
The Mend whom wild from wisdom’s way, ii. 53 
The gloomy night is gath’nng fast, lu 40 
* The graybeard, old wisdom, may boast of his treasures, ii. 1 92 
Ihe heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn, in 219 
Their groves o* sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon, ii. 258 
Ihe King’s most humble servant, I, u. 181 
Th6 laddies by the hanks o* Nith, lu. 288 
^e lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare, ii. 9D 
The laal braw bndal that 1 was at, ii. 162 
The lazy &ist hangs from the brow of the hill, u. 281 
The lovely lass of Inverness, li. 315 
The man^ life wherever placed, i, i62 
The noble Maxwells and their powers, lu. 190 
The ploughman he’s a borne lad, iiu 197 
The poor man weeps — here Gavm sleeps, ii. 197 
There came a piper out of Fife, ii. 163 
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There^s a youth in this city, it were a great pity, w. 

There’s amd Bob Moms that wons in yon glm, xi* 2U 

There’s braw biaw lads on Tauow braes, ii. 217 

There’s death in the cup, sae bewaie, lu 134 

Theie’s naethm like the honest nappy, n. 149 

There’s news, lasses, news, lu. 235 

There lived a carle on Kellybum biaes, iii 193 

There lived a lass m yonder dale, lu. 215 

There was a borne lass, and a borne, borne lass, ui* 138 

There was a lad was born at Kyle, iii. 85 

There was a lass, and she was fan, n. 225 

There was a lass, they ca’d her Meg, lii. 195 

There was a We wonn’d in Oockpen, in. 236 

There was once a day, but old Time then was young, lii. 60 

There was three kings into the east, ui. 22 

There were five Carlins m-the south, in. 130 

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, i. 41 

The small birds rejoice in the greell leaves retmuing, nh U7 

The smiling spring conies in rejoicing, «. 314 

The solemn league and covenant, ii. 130 

The sun had dos’d the winter day, i. 80 

jThe tailor fell thro’ the bed, thimbles an’ a’, in. 190 

The tears I shed must ever fall, ui. 237 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea, n, 298 

The tither morn, lii. 191 

The weary pund, the weary pund, iii. 196 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills, i. 231 

The winter it is past, and the summer comes at last, in. 1 15 

The wintry west extends his blast, i. 146 

Thickest night, o’erhang my dwelling, lu 275 

Thine am I, my faithful fair, ii. 237 

Thine be the volumes, Jessy fair, ii. 49 

This day time winds th’ exhausted chain, ii. 42 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, li. 29 

Tho’ cruel fate should bid us part, ii 328 

Though fickle fortune has deceived me, li 142 

Thou flattering mark of friendship kind, u. 133 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, m. 15 

Thou Imgenng star, with less’nmg ray, in, 109 

Thou of an independent mind, li. 45 

Thou’S welcome, wean ! mishanter fa’ me, n 93 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, i. 207, 210 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever’st, i. 235 
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Tho* women’s minds like winter winds, iii. 107 
Through and through the inspired leaves, ii. 134 
^Tis'friendship’s pledge, my young, fair friend, lu 39 
To Eiddel, much-lamented man, «, 134 
To th€% lov’d Nith, thy gladsome plains, lii. 124 
True-hearted was he, the sad swam o’ the Yarrow, ii. 221 
again, thou faii Eliza, iz. 302 
’Twas even— the dewy fields jvere green, ii. 259 
’Twas izs that place o’ Scotland’s isle, n 1 ^ 

’Twas na her home blue ea was my rum, ii. 205 

’Twas where the birch and soundmg thong are ply’d, ii. &0 

Up m the morning’s no for me, li. 327 
Upon a simmer Sunday mom, i. 23 
Upon that night, when fairies light, i. 98 
Up wi’ the carles o* Dysart. in. 199 

Wab is my heart, and til* tear’s m my ee, iii, 221 
Waevrorth thy power, thou cursed leaf, ii. 138 
Wns e’er puir poet sae befitted, ii. 148 
Weary fa* you, Duncan Gray, in. 200 
We came na here to view your warks, ii. 184 
Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow’r, i. 165 
Wee, sle^t, qow’nn tim’rous beastie, i. 128 
Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet, ni. 140 
Wha is that at my bower door, ii. 386 
Whan 1 sleep I dream, m. 215 
Wha will buy my laroggm, iu 209 
What ads ye now, ye lousy bitch, ii. 176 
What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie, li. 295 
, W^hat dost thou in that mansion fair, in 187 
'V^at needs this din about the town o’ Loil’on, ii. 83 ^ 
What of earls with whom you have supt, li. 141 
t!liat waeftt’ news is this I hear, li, 177 
What will I do gin my Hoggie die, iS. 201 
Whe# luting Boreas, fell aM doure, i 130 
When by a generous public’s kind acclaim, li. 162 
chapman billies leave the street, i. 236 
%liiU November’s surly blast, i. 155 
T® death’s dark stream I ferry o’er, ii 61 
WTOn first I came to Stewart Kyle, iii. 99 
When first I saw fair Jeanie’s face, lii. 230 
When first my brave Johnme lad, m* 203 
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WlieE Guilford good our pilot stood, iii. 28 
When I think on the happy days, jii. 218 
When Januar* wind was hlawiug cauld, ni. 135 
When lyart leaves bestrew the yard, I, 110 
When nature her great master-piece design’d, i. 221 
When o’er the hill the eastern star, ii. 209 
"When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn, nu 89 
Where are the joys I have met in the morning, iiS, 1$ 
Where braving angry winter’s storms, li. 279 
Where Cart nns rowin to the sea, ui. 52 
Where hae ye been sae braw, lad? iii, 202 
While at the stook the shearers cowr, n. 69 
While bners and woodbines budding green, i* 187 
While Europe’s eye is fixed on mighty things, ii 31 
While larks with little wing, ii. 227 
While new-ca’d kye rowte at the stake, i. 193 
While virgin spring, hy Eden’s flood, i 252 
While winds frae aff Ben-Lomon^folaw, i. 133 
Whoe’er he be that sojourns here, in 185 
Whoe’er thou art, 0 reader, know, li. 196 
Whom will you send to London town, iii. 204 
Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene, i, 160 
"Why, why tell thy lover, iii. 59 
Why, ye tenants of the lake, ii. 275 
Wi’ braw new branks in mickle pride, ii. 135 
Wiihe Wastle dwalt on Tweed, il. 81 1 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, iii. 87 
Wilt thou be my dearie, ii. 238 
With Pegasus upon a day, ii. 137 
Wow,, hut your letter niad6 me vauniae, ii. 21 

Tb banks, and braes, and streams around, iii. 46 
Te banks and braes o’ bonie Boon, ii. 306 
Te gallants bright, I red you right, ii. 329 
Te hae Herr a’ wrong, lassie, ii. 159 
Te holy walls, that still subhme, li. 150 
Te Insh lords, ye knights an’ sqmres, i. 15 
Te Jacobites by name, give an ear, in. 213 
Te maggots, feast on Nicol’s brain, ii. 163 
Te men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering, ii. 191 
Te sonsTbf old Killie, assembled by WiUie, iii 212 
Te sons of sedition, give ear to my song, li. 139 
Testreen I ha^a pint o’ wine, iii. 2 



IKDEX OF FIBST LUSTES. 


319 

Ye true Loyal Katives, attend to my song, u. 139 
Yon wand’rmg nil, tliat marks the hiU, in. 121 
Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, ii. 835 
Young Jamie, pride of a* the plam, iii. 218 
Young Jockey was the blithest lad, iii. 72 
You% Peggy blooms our boniest lass, m. 83 
Your Hews and EoYiew, Sir, iVe read through and through, 
Sir, ii. 76 

You’re welcome to despots, Dumourier, iii. 113 
Yours this moment I unseal, ii. 141 
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always done freshly, thoughtfully, m a scholarly spirit ... On 
the whole these Essays aj£ really remarkable for their learning, 
breadth, and general soi^dness * — Mr J, W* Hales, 
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This Edition of Shakespeare, uniform with the 
:heap Edition of the Aldme Poets, and pimted in 
lear, readable type, is specially suited for the use of 
lembers of Reading oocieties, and all who wish to 
icure handiness of sue without sacuficing legibility 
r text The cheapness of the 'volumes places a 
L^cognised and s'cholarlike edition, well punted^ and 
eatly bound, within the reach of e\ ery one 
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OPINIONS OP THE PRESS 


From the Pall Mall Gazette. 

A thoroughly readable and companionable e^ibn of the 
poet. The print, like that of the well-known AI^4ne Poe?s, ib 
beautifully clear ; the notes are useful and concise, and the editor^ 
is careful to state in them whenever he * amends ’ the text. The 
volumes, moreover, are portable, no slight matter in these days 
of frequent travel; and the edition, considering the style In 
which It is produced, is one of the cheapest ever published.’ 

From the Academy, 

‘The late Mr. Singer’s notes are of well-known excellence, 
learned but not pedantic, suggestivetend informing without be- 
coming trivial or intrusive. . . . He isrno r^h or lavish correctoi 
of the text, though on occasion he is not Ipund wanting. His 
chief service is his illustrations, and the charm of these is thex 
freslmess and variety He draws water for himself straight frofi* 
Elizabethan fountains — does not borrow it from his neighbour’s 
cistern. Each play has ‘Preliminary Remarks,’ dealing with 
the date and the material, and like matters. The type of the text 
IS of merciful size. Altogether this is a capital edition of. its 
sort.’~-Afn /. W. Bales. 

From the Examiner. 

The Aldine Edition of Shakespeare possesses the mam re- 
quisites of a popular edition. The volumes are handy and the 
is clear, while Mr. Singer’s notes are conveniently brief, it 
must also be said that what there is of them is sound and goo<^ 

Froin the SAruRDAY Review, 

'The Aldine Edition of Shakespeare is of a small octavo 
size, convenient for carrying about, and is printed iff good clear 
type. TheD is a biography of Shakespeare, introductions to 
each of the plays, and a senes of foot-notes, which are brief, 
practicaj, and to'^the point, and sufficient in number without 
becoming, as is the case witfc most notes, an irntating diai|gfi£ion 
to the reader- 



